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THE  HOMES  OF  OLD  ENG-  I 
LAND.  I  1 

Aiu — ‘  Tin  Bell*  oJ  Merry  Eno- 
land. 

THE  homes  of  old  England  I  tee  I 
them  again,  . 

The  flowers  on  the  meadow,  the 
flocks  on  the  plain*  , 

The  white  gables  gleaming  among 
►  the  green  trees, 

O,  who  could  be  vreary  of  pictures 
like  these?  1 

|  see  the  green  lawn,  with  its  borders  <, 

£  feel  SmTcSoI  shade  of  its  trell-is- 
l  heaT tlie0 sweet  music  of  woodland  ' 
AiMiana»e  r°*h*V  not  ne*r  me— tlie 

friends  whom  I  love  « 

0nc  >  more  I  behold  the  neat  cottages 

The*°woodbli.e  wreathed  windows. 

sun>tiine  smiles  L,r<m*hS 
The  orcliii rds,  so  gay  with  the  pro  . 

Thetared0Jn‘Pofnroses  where  summer 
birds 

The  labourer  returning  at  night  from 

To  sit ‘by’ h;8  fire,  and  to  see  the 

O'  unUrioe  affection,  more  felt  than 

That*  welcome*  him  bach  to  the 
home  of  nis  rest. 

All  tli  >«  have  I  sigh’d  for  when  far. 

Whi„r  “oity'*as  the  moonlight,  and 

Wh^rt^uod  me  were 

To  t^’hlmea'of  V  EnsUml  my 
0  thoughts  were  still  true 

*  I've  been  where  the  streams,  with 

HaVr^hV't^Vw  echoes  of  many 

'•w,r  a,ld 

Tlian'^miVy'e’er'i'iVured.  have  burst 
on  my  sight 

I>ve  bean  where  •  ^eta  "ere 

rne^^^^e^t^ithsap- 

phire  and  biu*s  .  wore  uior^ 
rye  beer  where  the  rocks  were  mot 

bold  and  sublime*  aweD- 

Bat  1  wanted  the  sound  of  the  OTSB 

iiTg-beU’achinied, 


I’ve  been  where  the  air  was  more 
pure  and  calm* 

The  breath  of  &&  morning  more 
laden  with  balm. 

I’ve  t>ce*i  where  the  sun  mi  more 

i  But*th?  hornet  'of  old  England  1 
0*%*  could  forget 


BRING  ME  WINE 

TuNB  —"Yon promi&d  inc  to  vtuff'y 

XJkJ  H  EN  over  mflad  and  mountain 
m  Sweet  spring  her  mantle 

And*to°thw  shaded  fountain 
Tjife  love— *i«k  thephera  goes 
Ther  wrapt  in  melancholy, 

(A  fate  that  Wer  whs  mine.) 

The  stream  reflects  hie  folly. 

So  bring  me,  bring  me  wine. 

When  -summer's  sun  is  gleaming 
On  the  yellow 


And  BeaaVv‘4UevfareWinC 

The** lover  thro >' |N  ft# d,  "j^0* ’ 
Pursues  the  nymphdiTme, 

But  loves  a  fleeting  shadow. 

So  bring  me,  bring  me  wine, 

Whet\  Winter  wind*  are  roaring, 
Around  his  soft  retreat 
And  chillv  love  deploys. 

He  hears  the  tempest  be  tt, 

WhSe  slUt  swains  art  mourning 

Pleasures  gwtft  decline, 

Sprihg  and  joy  murninc. 

Shall  bring  me  rosy  wine. 


me  were  THE  IMPATIENT  LOVER, 
island  my  ’ 

earns,  with  Tb^^the  *****  t?  Matab 
bs  of  many  thee. 

lovely  and  No  „,oreth*t trembling  wretch  would 

have  burst  Another  dgy  pr  year  Xo 

Than  1  to  g  h  o  r  ten  .  pJhuL  jf  ® fib  *  • 
owers  were  T Of  that  l«r  Hour  d 

w  tiling. 
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8WEETEST  LOVE. 

Sweetest  love  Til  not  forget  thee. 
Time  sliallonly  teach  my  heart. 

Tender  woman  to  regret  thee. 
Lovely,  gentle  as  thou  art. 

Farewell  Bessy. 

Yet,  oh,  yet  *,g.ain  we'll  meet  love. 
And  repose  our  hearts  at  las* 

Oh  !  sure  'twill  then  be  sweet. 

Claim  to  think  on  sorrows  past. 

Farewell  Bessy 

Yes  my  girls,  the  distant  blessing, 
Mavn't  be  always  sought  in  vain  ; 

And  the  moment  of  possessing. 

Will  it  not  repay  our  pain. 

Farewell  Bessy 

Still  I  feel  my  heart  is  breaking. 

When  I  think  l  stray  from  thee; 

Round  the  world  that  quiet  seeking, 
Which  1  fear  is  not  for  me. 

Farewell  Bessy. 

Calm  to  peace  thy  lover's  bosom. 

Can  it,  dearest,  must  it  be; 

Thou  within  an  hour  shalt  loose  him, 
He  for  ever  loses  thee. 

Farewell  Bessy. 


JOEY  &  HIS  MARGERY. 

By  L.  M.  Thornton  Esq, 
Tune  “  Vilikins  and  his  Dinah." 

Let  them  talk  of  their  Dinahs  and 
their  Yilikins  too, 

I  reckon  you  never  did  hear  of  Joe 
Clew, 

Who  vhen  he  vent  courting  to  Mar- 
gery  Sly, 

Was  serv'd  out  so  bad  as  you’ll 
hear  bye  and  bye. 

Singing  too  ral,  &c. 

You  must  know  as  how  Margery 
wanted  him  not, 

'Cause  vhy?  she  another  young 
lovier  had  got. 

But  J oey  so  liked  her,  that  nought 
vould  he  hear 

From  any  who  bade  him  of  Margery 
beware. 

*  Singing  too  ral,  5cc. 

One  night  as  did  Joey  to  Margery 
hie. 

She  said* My  dear  Joe  I've  been 
thinking  on  thee. 


And  mean  to  have  you  a  month 
from  to  day.' 

4  Vhy  you  really  dont  mean  it,'  her 

Joey  did  say. 

Singing  too  ral,  & c. 

A  month  from  that  time  Joey  vent 
to  the  door. 

Expecting  from  then  that  bis  |trou- 
bles  vere  o’er. 

Henceforward  the  damsel  to  have 
and  to  hold. 

Oh,  the  thought  of  it  sets  me  all 
shivering  with  cold. 

Singing  too  ral,  fee. 

For  this  naughty  young  vonian 
vith  others  that  day. 

Dress’d  up  an  old  bear  in  bridal 
array. 

When  flounced  round  and  bustled, 
the  trick  none  espied  out 

All  to  frighten  poor  Joey  and  turn 
him  inside  out. 

Singing  too  ral,  &c. 

His  Margery  met  him  as  he  did 
suppose. 

Array'd  all  in  white  from  her  head 
to  her  toes. 

With  female  attendants  that  walk'd 
by  her  side. 

Just  as  if  they  vere  a  cheering  the 
heart  of  the  bride. 

Singing  too  ral,  &c. 

Joe  thought  •  All  Serene,'  w  hen  the 
Jady  he  saw. 

Took  hold  of  her  hand,  or  rather 
her  paw. 

When  the  bear  grown  quite  tired 
of  the  dress  and  reception. 

Bethought  it  high  time  to  expose 
the  deception. 

Singing  too  ral.  Sec. 

In  vain  Joey  promised  to  conie 
there  no  more, 

The  animal  hugg'd  him  morextight 
than  before. 

And  grinned  in  his  face  with  such 
horrid  grimaces. 

Keep  me  from  a  bride  with  such 
ardent  embraces. 

Singing  too  ral,  &c. 

Poor  Joey  at  length  vas  a  free  man 
agen. 

Now  a'int  there  a  moral  for  all  you 
young  men  ? 

There  is,  and  I  hope  that  youHl 
take  it  for  granted. 

Be  sure  you  never  go  where  you're 
not  wanted- 

5  nging  Too  ral  lal  loo  lal  day. 


to 


L. 
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UP  WITH  THE  STANDARD  OP 
ENGLAND. 


A  BLESSING  ON  THE  OUT¬ 
WARD  BOUND. 
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Hark,  where  the  Lion  is  roaring. 

List,  list,  *tis  the  growl  of  the  Bear 
Above  the  proud  Eagle  is  soaring, 

The  Crescent  waves  high  in  the  air 
Thesteed  with  impatience  is  neigh- 

The  flag  of  rude  war  is  unfurled. 
The  trumpet  it*  wild  note  is  braying 

And  threatens  the  peace  of  the 
world. 

Then  up  with  the  Standard  of  Eng¬ 
land, 

Our  watchword  alone  be  Advance, 
Up,  up  with  the  Standard  of  Eng¬ 
land, 

And  raise  the  brave  banner  of 
Prance, 


’Tis  fearful  that  life  should  be  wasted 
’Tis  dreadful  that  blood  should  be 
shed. 

That  the  horrors  of  war  should  be 
tasted. 

That  ravens  and  wolves  should  be 
fed, 

All  that  honour  permits  has  been 
borne. 

Every  mild  art  of  peace  has  been 
tried. 

Mediation  been  met  with  foul  scorn 
And  now  war  to  the  knife'  must 
decide. 

Then  up  with,  &c. 


A  blessing  on  the  outward  bound. 
Wherever  they  may  go. 

Prom  hills  and  dales  their  fathers 


own’d. 

Or  cottage  poor  and  low. 

’Tis  no  slight  thing  to  part  from 
home, 

Whate’er  that  home  may.  be ; 

To  trust  a  doubtful  future,  on 
The  wild  and  stormy  sea. 

But  while  the  tide  of  life  foils  on 
The  mighty  stream  jnust  flow; 
Then  blessings  on  the  outward 
bound. 

Wherever  they  may  go. 


A  blesssing  on  the  outward  bound. 
The  noble  and  the  true, 

Who’ve  wrestled  long  with  poverty. 
Which  they  shall  conquer  too. 

The  earth  was  made  for  man  to 
share. 

And  worthy  It  are  they. 

Those  brave  and.  bold  adventures. 
Our  proud  ships  bear  away. 

To  freedom  and  to  simnv  lands. 

Still  may  the  breezes  blow— 

Mav  God  protect  the  outward  bound 
Wherever  they  may  go. 


W  * 

FRIENDS  OF  MY  YOUTH, 
WHERE  ARE  YE. 


Then  onward  by  sea  and  by  land, 
Since  there's  no  other  cause  to 
pursue. 

Let  old  England  and  Franee  hand 
in  hand 

Show  the  world  what  combined 
they  can  do. 

Let  our  scabbardless  sword  meet  the 
light— 

Down,  down  with  the  tyrant  our 
cry,  / 

'Tis  for  honour  and  justice  we  fight 
So  forward,  to  conquer  or  die. 

Then  up  with,  &c. 


Written  by  James  Green,  Bath 

Friends  of  my  boyhood,  who  once 
look’d  on  life, 

Throughout  the  self-same  glass 
of  hope  as  I, 

When  fancy,  o'er  the  vale  of  tears 
and  strife 

Threw  rainbow  hues,  and  gilt  life’s 
clouded  sky. 

Oh,  where  are  ye. 


Oh  where,  oh  where,  are  ye 
friends  of  my  Youth, 

Oh,  where  the  vows  of  friendship 
that  ye  made, 


How  little  thought  we  they  werfe 

m. 

betrty’d* 

Oh,  where  are  ye. 

Xe  the  compahibhs  of  hiy  ev’ry  joy, 

Tb  Sport— to  friendship— to  me¬ 
mory  dear, 

Is  manhood  only  now  the  ripen’d 
boy, 

Or,  have  ye  claim’d  death’s 
tributary  tear. 

Ob,  where  are  yfe. 

Perhaps,  between  us,  rolls  the  o- 
cean’s  wave, 

Or  the  cold  wave  ef  Death  mefy 
part  us  now, 

Th’  eternal  shore  whose  chilltfcg 
waters  lave— 

When— where  .shall  I  next  your 
alter'd  brow. 

Oh,  where  are  ye. 


When  earth  in  her  garment  o 

T':  *•$*!» 

At  my  impulse  of  joy  scarce  sor¬ 
row  is  sad. 


major  McPherson, 


Major  McPherson  was  a  very  nice 
man, 

He  had  but  one  eye,  add  his  name 
was  Dan, 

Major  McPherson  stood  three  feet 
four, 

The  ladies  all  said  what  a  shame 
he’s  not  more; 

Yet  so  it  was —they  were  perfectly 
right,  ‘ 

He  was  a  major  by  ndmO  but  a 
minor  by  right. 

Major  McPherson  heaved  a  sigh, 

Major  McPherson  didn’t  know 
why, 

But  Major  McPherson  aooii  found 
out 

'Twas  all  for  MtssLavinia  Scout. 

Bays  M^jor  Members, on,  “  I  hove 
rib  doiibr, 

But  I’m  scorn'd  by  Miss  Lavinia 
Scout. 


spuing. 

Written  by  J.  Green. — Bath 

I  come,  yes  I  come,  and  to  wel- , 
come  my  ray, 

The  primrose  and  cowslip  will 
burst  into  day, 

In  music  I’ll  breathe  o’er  the  vi¬ 
olet's  bed.  v 

Its  treasur’d  perfume  o’er  my  song 
it  will  shed. 


But  as  on  her  I  still  must  doat, 

I’ll  make  it  a  point  to  cut  my 
throat,’’ 

Then  Major  McPherson  took  a  ra- 
sor, 

And  said — *  Oh,  how  I'll  amaze  her, 

My  fate  decrees  my  hour  is  come,’ 

So  he  drew  the  edge  across  his — 
thumb. 

But  still  on  his  woes  did  the  ma¬ 
jor  liaTp, 

But  the  major  was  young  and  the 
razor  was  sharp, 

I’ll  vahish,*’  he  t-aid,  ‘from  her 
p^sgnee  quick,” 

So  instead  of  his  throat,  he  cut  ms 
—stick. 


With  silver  stars— dasies,  I’l  stud 
the  bright  lawh,| 

I'll  hang  them  with  detfdrops.  my 
diamonds  of  dawn, 

I’ll  gild  with  ihy  gilqups  each 
hedge  and  each  field. 

I’ll  give  them,  so  countless,  the 
chartns  which  they  yield. 


The  tree  is  my  lyre,  and  the 
stream  is  my  lute, 

N  o  chords,  as  J  come,  of  creation 
.  is  fhbfb, 
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BEN.  BOW’S 

Ah,  yei.J  remsflhsr  tJw*.04W*  ijlih 
Sweet  Alice.w  cherished  and  (gar 

.  And  moisten  the  turf  with  a  tear 
And  there  when  “the  heart  is  o’er- 
burdened  with  woes, 

I  wonder  apd  muse  all  alone. 

And  long  for  the  time  when  my  head 
shall  repose 

Where  sweet  Alice  lies  under  the 
stone. 

And  long,  Ac. 

I  roam  through  the  woods  where  so 
joyous  wejgtrayed, 

,  And  ^recline  on  the  green  sunny 

All  things  are  as  bright  in  that  beau¬ 
tiful  glade,  „  ■  , 

But  my  heart  is  all  lonely  and 

For  the  hand  that  so  fondly  I  then 
press’d  in  mine,  ,  . 

Am}  the  lips  that  ?we  malting  with 

Are  cold  jn  the  grave,  *Od  IV  left 
to  repine,  . 

’Till  I  meet  .with  &**r  Alice  above 
Are  cold,  &c. 

Ah,  well  I  remember  the  school 
house  and  brook 

And  the  master  so  kind  and  so 
true,  -  f  .  t 

The  wild  blooming*  flowers  In  the 
cool  shady  nook*  ‘ 

So  fragrant  with  incense  ana  dew. 
But  I  weep  not  for  wieee  though  so 
dear  to  my  heart. 

Nor  the  friends  that  have  left  us 
s  alone,  ,  .  . 

The  boson*  wilt  heave,  *nd  the  tear 

Fo»d  tweet  ^Afice^^Ile*  (fndwr  the 
stone.  '  .  . 

Foy  sweet. 


LOOK,  ALWAYS  ON  THE 
-  SUNNY  SIDE. 

Look  always  on  the  sunny  side 
*Tt*  wise  and  better  nir,  *; . 
And  safer  thro’  life's  cares  to  jglide 
Beheath  hope’s  beaming  star. 

Th«#  springs  of  rosy -laughter  lie 
Close  by  the  well  of  fears. 

Yet  why  should  merry  fancies  die 


Drown’d  in  a  flood  of  tear*. 

x>ok,t4vt»*tP¥  5l*?:  ww 


*  Beneath  hope  s  b®amu,d  star* 

Look  always  on  the  sunny  side. 

The  guiltless  bosom  ran,  # 

Nor  tremble £w|Ui  Ufa’s  roughest 
tide 

It  is  not  worthy  ■ 

Why  sliopld  the  heart  with  vam  re- 

BreaSk^oy’  s  enchan tip*  spall. 

Tho’  age  become,  love  linger*  yet. 
In  every  now’ry  dell. 

Look  always  or.  the  sunny  side 
i  *Tis  wise  and  better* far, 

And  safer  thro'  life’*  cares  to  glide 
Beneath  hope’s  beaming  star. 

Look  always  pn  tim  sunn/  fWe, 
Earth’s  not  forlpm  or  dfoar, 
Hop*,  ever  h«  iWrQ’ljf.OMr  guid* 
My  friends,  nor  shadows  tear 
The  cloud?  around  Ibe  sun* 
dd  glory  to  the  skies- 
Thus,  shadow*  around  us  ung. 
Make  brighter  days  arise. 

Look  always  on  the  sunny  side, 

’Tis  wise  and  better  far, 
net  rater  thru.'  earn*  t#  **!<!• 
Beneath  'liope ’a  teaming  star. 


ALAS,  THOSE  CHIMBS. 

Sung  by  Ml*.  Pool. 

.  ■  v.  r’A.  J  ••  iU  ov  •• 

Alas,  those  chimes  so  sweetly  peal- 

v  tngr  >  ‘  C' •  I ’•>  :>.T-  !•■  rrf.i)  '•  . 

Gently  dulcet  to  the  tar,  .  { 
Sound  Hkdgiftffs  voice  reve* mg 
To  the  dyin s ,  death  * is  hear,  h 
Still  he  eiumbw*  ImwAeiennIy,  /  i 
Not  A  sigh  dietuebuhUresti 
OlL  that  angeleno*  might  waft  bun , 
In  the  mnnaiois  of  the  blest* 


.it  <i.-  lUJi’  *i 

May  the  COW 
sweet**  the ! 


FREE  AND  EASY. 

!a<*  free  and  easy 
iiii0nli  4ft  simple  country  clown, 
■^k  *  "d®  my  best  to  please  you, 
Though  they  call  me  honest  John] 

fnf  ihV wor,d  j0*  on  88  ^  will. 

I'll  be  free  and  easy  still, 

and  easy,  fr±e  and  easy. 

I’ll  be  free  and  easy  still. 

There's  a  maid  I  could  fancy. 

Oh,  1  hat  she* would  fancy  me. 
Then  I  would  call  her  charming 
Nancy, 

Still  I'll  be  free  and  easy  still. 

If  this  maid  she  should  prove  civil. 
True  and  constant  I  will  be 
If  she's  merry  as  the  devil. 

Still  I'll  free  and  easy  be. 

a  kinsr  should  set  beside  me. 

Id  smoke  my  pipe  with  usual  glee, 
.Let  puppies  laugh  and  fools  deride 
me. 

Still  I'll  free  and  easy  be. 


My  foot  just  turned  the  fleldpath, 
And  on  its  turf  did  rest. 

When  injiis  arms  he  caught  me 
And  strain'd  me  to  his  breast,. 
A  tear  was  on  his  fond  cheek. 
Sweet  tears  tnat  love  can  bring, 
'Twas  on  a  Sunday  morning 
Before  the  bells  did  ring. 


THE  GIN  FIEND, 


(Henry  Russell.) 

The  gin  fiend  cast  his  eyes  abroad. 
And  look'd  o'er  all  the  land. 

And  number'd  his  myriad  worship¬ 
pers. 

With  his  bird-like  long  right  hand 
He  took  his  place  in  the  toeming 
streets. 

And  watch'd  the  people  go 
Around  and  about 
With  a  buzz  and  a  shout, 

F o*  ever  to  and  fro. 

And  it's  Hip,  he  said,  hip,  hip,  hur- 

r&hf 

For  the  multitudes  I  see. 

Who  offer  themselves  in  sacrifice. 
And  die  for  the  love  of  me. 


'TWAS  ON45UNDAY  MORNING, 

'Twas  on  a  Sunday  morning. 

Before  the  bells  did  peal: 

A  note  came  thro'  the  window. 

With  Cupid  on  the  seal. 

And  soon  I  heard  a  whisper, 

.As  soft  as  seraphs  sing. 

Iwas  on  a  Sunday  morning 
Before  the  bells  did  ring. 

The  dawn  had  been  but  cloudy 
My  heart  had  caught  its  gloom 
But  now  a  sudden  sunlight 
Fill'd  ail  my  little  room. 

I  kiss'd  the  note,  'twas  guarded 
With  ribbon,  dower,  and  string: 
'Twas  on  a  Sunday  morning 
Before  the  bellB  did  ring. 

Oh.  good  was  he  and  handsome 
As  any  in  the  laud  ; 

That  vow'd  to  me  his  true  heart 
His  heart  and  faithful  hand, 

I  hurried  through  the  garden. 

And  back  the  gate  did  swing,  I 
'Twas  on  a  8unday  morning  j 

Before  the  bells  did  ring. 


There  passed  a  man  in  the  crowded 
way. 

With  eyes  bloodshot  and  dim. 

He  wore  a  coatwithout  asleevc. 

And  a  hat  without  a  rim ; 

His  grimy  hinds  with  palsy  *|IOok, 


And  he  fea»  fully  he  laugh'd. 

Or  drivelled  and  swore,, 

As  he  clamoured  for  more 
Of  the  burning  poison  draught 

And  it’s  Hip,  said  the  ginfienU  Hip, 
Hurrah, 

Success  to  him  over  his  bow], 

A  few  short  months  have  made  him 
mine. 

Brain,  and  body,  and  soul. 


TOAST. 

May  we  never  want  bread  to  make 
a  toast  of. 


THERE’S  A  WAR  TIMS 

COMINO  OH. 

Written  by  Thomas  Ramsey. 

There’s  a  war  time  coming  on,  a 
war  time  coming  on—  , 

To  support  great  freedom’s  cause 
Subvert  and  crush  a  tyrant's  laws 
A  war  time  has  come  on. 

Liberty  her  flag  unfurls. 

What  patron  can  be  stronger. 

And  defiance  at  oppression  hurls. 
We'll  stand  his  game  no  longer 
For  a  war  time  Las  come.’dcc. 

\ 

A  war  time  has  come  on,  dec. 

The  Bear  thought  none  would  note 
the  deed. 

While  ho  did  on  the  Turkey  feed— 
But  a  war  time  has  come  on 
This  Bear  met  crawling  round  the 
church,. 

He  thought  no  plea  was  stronger 
To  lick  the  Turkey  off  his  perch 
Rut  he’ll  keep  his  perch  yet  longer 
Now  a  war  time  has  come,  dec. 

A  war  time  has  come,  ice* 

Then  France  and  England  have  com¬ 
bined, 

In  the  good  cause  their  forees  joined 
Now  a  war  time  has  come  on 
Then  balls  .given  by  England  and  by 
France— 

What  music  can  be  stronger. 

Will  teach  this  rude  old  Bear  to 
.  dance. 

He  shall  rule  the  roast  no  longer. 
A  war  time  has  come  on,  dec, 

war  time  has  come,  dee. 

Where  this  Bear  does  place  his  foot. 
Injustice  and  misrule  takes  root— 
So  a  war  time  has  come  on 
He’d  shackle  freedom,  crush  the 
brave. 

But  freedom’s  arm  is  stronger 
nd  scorns  to  live  a  branded 
*lavp. 

She'll  bfcar  the  scourge  no  longer. 
So  a  war  time  has  come,  dec. 

A  war  time  has  comb  on,  dec. 
When  Nick  first  saw  our  household 
troops,  ,  , 

He  treated  them  as  English  dupes— 
But  a  war  time,  has  come  on 
Up  guards  and  at ’em!  is  the  cry. 
What  summons  can  be  stronger? 


Before  these  troops  this  Bear  will 

He’iulwik  them  dupes  no  longer. 
Now  a  war  time  has  come,  dec. 

A  war  time  has  come  on,  &c. 

The  blood  by  Poles  and  Hungar¬ 
ians  shed,  .  .  . 

Fall  heavy  on  the  ty  rant’s  head 
Now  a  war  time  hascorae  on. 
The  Sinope  murder  of  the  brave 
What  coward's  shame  glows 
stronger. 

So  sadly  hurled  in  waterygrave 
Lay  unavenged  no  longer 

Now  a  war  time.  dec. 

A  war  time  has  come  on,  dec. 

Tho’  powerful  the  tyrant  be. 

We’ll  lash  him  well  by  land  and  sea. 

Now  a  war  time  has  come  on 
Napier  his  flag  unfurls  again, 
Whatbanner  shaft  be  stronger 

For  Britannia  long  has  ruled  the 
main.  .  _  , 

And  means  to  rule  it  longer. 
Now  a  war  time,  dec. 


I  SLEPT,  AND  OH,  HOW 
SWEET  THE  DREAM. 

By  L.  M.  Thornton. 

Music  by  Albert  Daws.  (Battle) 

I  slept,  and  oh,  how  sweet  the 
dream. 

Methought  I  saw  once  more. 
Each  old  familiar  spot  where  I 
Had  rambled  o’er  and  o’er. 

When  with  my  tiny  hands  I  used, 
To  bunch  the  flowrets  wild. 

And  carol  forth  mr  simple  strain, 
A  happy,  happy  child. 

Bright  vision  that  which  brings 
again 

A  season  forth  with  joy, 

A  summer’s  scene  when  winW 
stern,  ' 

Ride  onward  to  destroy, 

Come  sweet  dream,  come  and  with 
thee  bring 

Again  these  flowrets  wild, 

The  tearless  eye,  the  rosy  cheeks, 
And  all  that  spoke  a  child. 


REGRET. 

Written  by  J.  Green.— Bath. 

Oh#  where  Is  the  eye  never  dlmm’d 
by  the  tear, 

Of  regrert  at  the  thought  of  the 

Ah,  where  is  the  heart  without  sor¬ 
row  an  1  fear, 

When  a  vie*  retrospective  is 
cast. 

In  vaiA  would  remembrance  oft 
plac'd  in  the  breast,  , 

Some  tiowets  which  we  once 
cherish'd  there, 

When  of  roses  we  dream,  in  love¬ 
liness  dreat, 

We  forget  not  the  thorns  that 
they  wear, 

When  we  fee]  Time's  inroads  on 
life  and  <m  youth, 

And  old  age  coming  stealthily  on, 

When  through  the  heart's  spell 
darts  the  lightning  of  truth, 
What  regret  of  tne  years  that  are 
gone.  - 

Priceless  opportunities— valueless 
now. 

Of  good,  either  to  do  of  to  gain 

Bring  blushes  remember'd  of 
shame  to  th£  brow,  J 

Fill  the  breast  with  regret  and 
with  pain. 

Oh,  virtue,  religion,  time,  friend¬ 
ship  and  health, 

Oh,  what  trifles— what  treasures 
ye  seem. 

When  souls  sink  enchanted  ’neath 
pleasure  or  wealth 
Or  aw*tke  to  regret  from  their 
dream. 


OP  ALL. THIS  Pair  GUE8T8 
FROM  THE  REGIONS 
ABOVE 


The  poetry  by  James  Green. 

Of  all  the  fair  guests  from  the  re 
gions  above, 

Who  visit  in  fond  mercy  this— 
O  earth,  thou  hast  none  like  the 
spirit  of  Love, 

So  bounteous  of  heavenly  bliss. 

Without  her  this  earth  as  a  desert 
would  he, 

Or  den  of  .fierce  passions  defil'd, 
No  star  then  had  guided  o'er  life's 
troublous  sea, 

No  steam  had  refresh'd  in  its 
wild. 


When  selfishness  glares  through 
the  mask  of  the  world, 

In  cold  apathy  and  in  scorn, 

Then  the  smile  of  Heav'n  on  her 
banner  unftirl'd, 

Heals  the  bleeding  heart  that's 
forlorn. 

Yes,  love,  in  the  cold  dreary  desert 
of  life, 

WiU  warm  and  illumine  the 

The  doVe  of  blest  peace  midst  the 
elements*  strife, 

The  bow  on  the  clouds  as  they 

Ptft. 


THB  VOICE  OF  HER  I  LOVE. 

Published  by  fl’Aifnaiue  &  Co, 
90,..Spty  Squaw. 

How  sweet  At  Close  of  silent  eve. 
The  harp's  responsive  sound. 

How  swget  the  vows  that  never 

Ahd  deeds  by  virtue  ore wned. 
How  .sweet  to  sit  beneath  a  tree, 
frt  shrhe  duighfcfuf  grove. 

But  ah,  raorg  soft.,  pi  ore  sweet  to 

Is  £  voice  of  her!  love. 


NOW  tO  THB  VOKEST, 

Now  to  the  forest  we  repair 
Awhile  like  spirits  wander  there, 
Ih  '  darkness  we  secure  our  prey, 
And  vanish  at  the  dawn  of  day. 
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THE  UNFORTUNATE  MAN. 

Tune— the  Miser’s  Man* 

Here  I  am  the  sad  picture  of  griei. 

As  any  one  here  can  plainly  see: 

It  is  truly,  then,  now  my  Belief, 
Thai  no  one  thinks  nothing  Of  me, 

I  am  flabbergasted  to  think  my 
fate. 

Though  I  keep  up  tty  spirits  while 
I  can,  ;  . 

The  boys  come  and  pat  thy  old  pate 
So  I  truly  am  an  unfortunate  man 
tU  tol,  tee. 

My  mishaps  of  life  to  you  I  «in  tell. 
For  ’tis  shocking  toll  all  must  own 
My  bad  relations  I  wish  to  Ogcel, 
But  they  never  won't  let  me  alone 
To  take  a  glass  with  some  parlour 
friends,  * 

And  enjoy  a  eigar  there-  if  I  can , 
But  my  wife  the  bratsafter  me  sends 
So  I  truly  am  an  unfortunate  Jnan 
Hi  tol,  tee* 

Dismal  Sammy  they  call  hy 
name,  '  , 

I  doa’t.  know  the  reason  for  why. 
Though  like  a  lamb.  I  am  so  very 
tame,  ... 

I  often  do  wish  I  could  lay  down 
and  die. 

Thirtean  bi others  I  hare  also  then 
got. 

All  of  them  I  endeavour  to  shun, 
And  my  sisters  are  such  an  unruly 

That  I*  truly  am  an  unfortunate 
N  '  man, 

I  do  not  like  their  horrid  queer  ways 
For  then’  callings  aVe  all  very  low. 

I  wish  they  would  all  mend  their 
ways* 

And  in  this  world  more  respect* 
able  go. 

But  to  g  dirty  Uprroom  they  all  re* 

Like^U#  my  t 

At  a  smoking  club  Foil  takes  the 
chair. 

So  I  trifly  am  an  unfortunate  man 
Jt»  tol,  tec. 

My  brother  Bob  goes  shih fling  of 
cate 

While  another  baWls  out  Hedrth- 

My  sister  Bet  sells  Lily  whito  sprats. 
And  PegjjfbOi  fcttf  picking  ap  bones 


There’s  ^aekUahouion  the  cadge. 
For  to  pick  up  the  flats  if  he  can  : 
&°le  Dfci  wVari  *•  drprefhi 

So  iSm  ttW.n  uofortuMt^maa 

My  sons  all  *hko,  t^at  t  wir  ttcift  * 

In  such  n«#ty  low  way 

My  daughters  too,  wink  atfhe  men 
While  my  wife  her  tricks  on  me 

Th^re,«almy  M  with  th«i*  fancy 

(I  do*not  *t  all  llket«eirjpl»nj 
There’s  our  daughters  wjtb^their 

So  /*tr  u&  ate? ah  unfortu  nate^na  n 

At  night  my  wife’s  off  to  the  play. 
To  a  concert,  ball,  raffle,  or  rout, 
But  to  her  I  dare  not  say  nor. 

If  I  do  she’ll  kick  m*  right  out. 
So  I  hare  got  in  a  pretty  fib e  tness, 
I»m  sure  ’twill shorten  life’s  span. 
You  all  will  agree  with  me  and 
confess,  • 

That  I  truly  am  an. unfortunate 

H,*“  '  Si  tot ,*«. 


Of  my  sorrows  I  could  coy  .  mow. 

But  I  think  it's  getting  too  We, 
My  life  has  become  quite  a  bore. 

So  I  am  fully  jresigood  So  my 
fate.  . 

I  hope  there’s  none  hero  liko  me. 
For  it  is  far  better  if  yon  con. 
From  such  troubles  in  life  A*  be 

free  1  -  .  . 

For  |  truly  am  an  gn#>rtii*at« 
'  »  01.  *C. 


WOtfLD  irotl  axitf  'TBS  TBK- 
Slig.  OBEATPRS. . 

Would  you  gain  the  tender  creature 

Lifeless  chratme  Without  thhlieart 


ANALYSATIOX. 

WhBraJt,?orU*U  made  of« 

Br  analysation, 

Dl«„‘2eda¥the  "*«<>». 

V25ned  each  gradation, 

WUh’ShTir  evepr "Nation, 

'jUd  Mr  Humphrey's  best 
.New  chemical  test. 

And  found  what  mortals  are  made 


Oaths  and  scars,  and  bullets  and 
bombs. 

And  such  are  our  soldiers  made 


Vhat  are  our  sailors  made  of  ? 

Of  pitch  and  tar. 

Pigtail  and  scar. 

Powder  and  smoke. 

And  hearts  of  oak. 

Lots  of  prize-money,  and  cash 
gaior e, 

A  fiddler,  grog,  and  sweetheart  on 
shore. 

And  such  are  our  sailors  made  of. 

What  are  young  ladies  made  of 

af  C022erM  and  dances. 
Sanctified  glances. 


What  are  our  dandies  made  off 

US  whJ£( ers  and  snuff,  , 

Of  padding  and  puff, 

A  glass  to  the  eye. 

JrS  a  pr?tty  **pPanigh, 

Snam  collar,  sham  calves,  and  hair 
Stays  .tight-laced,  and  head  like  a* 

And  such  are  our  dandies  made 


Dresses  and  bonnets, 

Bibbons  and  sonnets. 
Boarding-school  graces. 
Flounces  £nd  laces. 

And  sweet  pretty  faces, 
a  .when  kePt  in  their  places. 

And  such  are  young  ladies  made  of. 

What  are  actors  made  of  ? 

Of  masquerade  speeches. 

And  other  men  breeches. 
Banting  and  railway. 

Box,  pit,  and  gallery. 

Plenty  of  friends  on  a  benefit  night. 
And  lot  of  applause  whene'er  they 
act  right. 

And  such  are  our  actors  made  of. 


immut  and  rosin,  airs  and  fine 
graces. 

Plats  and  sharps,  and  lots  of  grimaces 
And  such  are  our  fiddlers  made  of 

What  are  our  doctors  made  of  ? 

A  wig  and  a  caue, 

Must  visit  again, 

Khubard  and  manna. 
Ipecacuanha, 

draughts,  lotions,  pills, 
Patient, ^pulses,  and  precious  long 

Andsuch  are  our  doctors  made  of. 


HOIST  HIGH  THE  FLAG  AGAIN 
Music  by  Purday,  Holborn. 
Hoist  high  the  flag 


noist  nigh  the  flag  again. 
The  flag  that  never  yields: 
We'll  wave  it  o'er  the  main, 
O'er  Europe's  *  - 


O'er  Europe's  warrior  fields. 
We’ll  wave  it  o'er  the  main. 

O  er  Europe's  warrior  fields, 
Por  J ustice  and  for  right. 

Our  heroes  man  the  deck.* 

1°  punish  pride  they  fight. 
And  wild  ambition  check. 
Unfurl  the  flag  again 
The  flag  that  never  yields: 
We'll  wave  it  o'er  the  main. 
O’er  the  mam.  We’ll  wave  it 
the  main. 

O'er  Europe's  warrior  fields. 


What  are  our  soldiers  mide  of? 
Scarlet  and  lace. 

And  a  brazen  face. 

Pipe-clay  and  drill. 

The  foeman  to  kill. 

Alehouse  scores,  trumpets  and 
drums. 
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Shall  despots  madly  hold 
There  barbarous  horde*  away* 
And  like  the  Goths  of  old. 
With  ruin  pave  their  way. 
And  like  the  Goths  of  old. 
With  ruin  pave  their  way. 
Shall  Europe  bend  the  kn**e 
Before  the  Northern  Bear  ? 


Must  nations  brave  and  free. 

His  serf-like  livery  wear  ? 

Unfurl  the  flag  again. 

The  flag  that  never  yields. 

We’ll  wave  it  o’er  the  main,,. 

O’er  the  main,  we’U  wave  it  o’er 
the  main  ^  . 

O’er  Europe’s  warrior  fields. 

No  vain  is  all  his  might 
And  impotent  his  pride. 

For  Britain  leads  the  fight. 

And  Gallia’s  by  her  side. 


And  they  shall  drive  the  foe 
Back  to  his  icy  lair  , 

They’ll  chase  him  to  his  realms  of 
snow. 

And  leave  him  howling  there. 


Unfurl  the  flag  again. 

Brave  France  the  glory  snare  ; 

And  home  we’ll  chase,  the  tyrant 
*  Ozar 

Yes,  home  we’ll  chase  the  tyrant 
Czar, 

And  leave  him  howling  there. 


YOUNG  ELLEN  LORAINE. 


When  I  parted  from  Erin,  heart¬ 
broken  to  leave  thee. 

I  dreamt  not  of  falsehood  young 
Ellen  Loraine,  - 

I  thought  tho’  but  woman  thou 
wuuld’st  not  deceive  me. 

Ah,  why  art  thou  faithless  young 
Ellen  Loraine? 

I  loved  thee  in  sorrow,  I  sought 
thee  in  danger. 

And  dear  was  the  peril,  and  sweet 
was  the  pain. 

But  now  is  thy  look  as  the  look  of 
the  stranger, 

Ah,  why  art  thou  faithless,  young 
Ellen  Loraine 


Oh,  thou  wert  the  vision  that  light¬ 
ened  my  pillow. 

The  star  *>f  my  darkness,  young 
Ellen  Loraine. 


As  the  bloom  to  the  rose*  as  the  sun 
to  tho  billow,  ,  ' 

Thou  came’st  to  my  slumber, 
young  Eilen  Loraine. 

Then  think  of  me  yet  when  the 
false  world  deceives  thee. 

And  friends  ot  gay  fortune  look 
cold  on  thy  wane. 

When  the  sheen  of  tliy  cheek,  like 
the  summer’s  night  leaves 

TbouGl*  think  how  I  loved  thee 
young  Elleif  Loraine. 


Oh,  speak  not  to  me — in  those  -eyes 
I  discover 

The  wronas  thou  hast  done  me. 
young  Ellen  Loraine. 

Go,  rest  in  the  arms  of  a  happier 
loves— 

Go,  lovely,  but  faithless  yonm; 
Ellen  Loraine. 

The  moments  of  rapture,  the  vo«, 
and  the  token. 

They  thrill  in  my  bosom  and  bm  n 
in  my  brain, 

Go,  false  one  and  laugh  at  the  heart 
thou  hast  broken. 

Go— lovely,  but  faithless  young 
Ellen  Loraine. 


GIVE  ME,  LOVE  THAT  BILLING 
KISS. 


Give  me,  ray  love,  that  billing  kiss 
I  taught  you  one  delicious  night. 
When  turning  epicures  in  bliss. 

We  tri’d  inventions  of  delight. 


Come,  gently  steal  my  lips  along. 
And  let  your  4ips  in  murmurs- 

Ah,  ™o]— again— that  kiss  was 

How  caifyou  be  so  dull;  my  love. 


Cease,  cease,— the  blushing  girl  re- 

And  in  her  milky  arms  shecaught 
me —  . 

How  can  you  thus  your  pupil  chide 
You  know  ’twas  in  the  dark  you 
taught  me. 


TOAST. 


May  we  never  want  bread  to  makg 
a  toast  of. 


A 


JLAND  HO, 

Music  at  the  Musical  Bouquet. 

Up,  up  with  the  signal,  the  land  is 

in  sight, 

We’ll  be  happy,  if  neve*  again,  boys 
to-night. 

The  cold  cheerless  ocean  in  safety 
wejvc  pass’d, 

And  the  warm,  genial  earth  glads 
-  our  vision  at  last. 

In  the  land  of  the  stranger  true 
hearts  we  shall  find. 

To  soothe  us  in  ahsenee  of  those 
left  behind*** 

oh,  land,  fand  ho,  all  hearts  glow 
with  joy  at  the  sight, 

We’ll  he  happy,  if  never  again  boys 
to  night.  , 

We’ll  be  l^appy  &c. 

The  signal  is  wavlng-»fill  morn 
we’ll  remain, 

Them  part  ip  the  hopes  to  meet  one 
day  again 

Round  the  hearth-stone  of  home  in 
the  land  of  our  birth, 

The  holiest  spot  on  the  face  ofthe 
earth. 

Dear  country,  our  thoughts  are  as 
constant  to  thee. 

As  the  steel  to  the  star,  or  the 
stream  to  the  sea, 

Oh,  land,  land  ho,  we  hear  it,  we 
bound  at  the  sight. 

We’M  he  happy »  If  never  again  boys 
to-night. 

We’ll  he  happy,  &c. 


The  pilot’s  on  board,  and  thanft 
heavep,  all’*  right, 

We’ll  be  happy,  if  never  again  boys 
to  night. 

We’ll  he  happy,  &c. 


ANSWER  TO  ANNIE  LAURIE 
ANNIE’S  REPLY. 


By  L.  M.  Thornton1  Esq. 

Tune*  Annie  Laurie.’ 

If  fill  you’ve  now  been  saying 
Doth  from  the  heart  proceed. 
Then  upon  those  words  relying. 
Your  Annie’s  blest  indeed. 

Your  Annie**  blest  indeed. 

And  future  yours  will  prove. 

That  in  wedding  Annie  Laurie, 
You’ll  not  repent  your  love. 

Though  small  our  destin’d  portion. 
If  by  my  side  you  be. 

I'll  ask  no  greater  blessing, 

I  have  my  all  in  thee.  Si 
I  have  myall  in  thee. 

And  shouldst  thou  trouble,  know. 
Thou  wilt  have  thy  Annie  Laurie 
To  shore  it  with  thee  too. 


HOPE  TOLD  A  FLATTERING 
TALE.  ‘ 

Hope  told  a  flattering  tale. 

That  joy  would  soon  return : 

Ah,  nought  my  sighs  avail. 

For  love  is  doomed  to  mourn. 
Ah,  where's  that  flatterer  gone? 

From  me  for  ever  flown : 

The  happy  dream  of  life  is  o’er. 
Life,  alas,  can  charm  no  more. 


The  signal  is  given— the  „foam 
sparkles  rise, 

Like  tears  from  the  fountain  of  joy 
to  the  eyes, 

May  raln-dtops  that  fall  from  the 
.  stonWrcMd*  of  care, 

Melt  away  In  the  sun -beaming 
smiles  of  the  fair. 

And  health,  as  chime  gaily  the  nau<> 
tical  bells. 

To  woman— God  bless  her— where- 

ever  she  dwells, 


TOAST. 

May  we  never  he  in  debt  or  in 
danger, 


y  U< 


sj  s 
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.THE  OHKA.T  SEA.  SERPENT. 
Ai«rn“ The  Ptce*41Hjr  Mermaid*” 
It  was  m  the  nil  of  Match,  When 


..  _ _ _ m  *  lab  - 

Boras  left  off  blustering, _ 

And  Satan  for  the  morrow**  sports, 
h  tallying  Imps  waa  mustering. 
That  the  captain  of  the  FlyiOf  Guil 
at  o'er  hi*  grog  a  pondering, 

Kot  thinking  that  its  patent  fumes 
might  set  his  brains  a  wandering 
©h#  the  sights,  the  sights*  so  new 
'  and  strange,  ■  .  . 

That  mortals  here  are  doom'd  to 
meet  .  „  ,  • 

Within  this  world  of  change. 

The  captain  on  his  TOm  Cat  gazed 
with  a  feeling  of  simplicity, 

As  from  its  dark  biack  coat  shot 


The  captain  In  amazement  stoqd  fo 

Atfd^?tefergoUhaSn^r  hand  that 
in  hi*  arm*  lay  dripping  i 
Till  it  one  moment  she  made  a  dive 


i  i ruHi  iw  ubia  w  -*"*  -V" 

forth  sparks  of  electricity  »  . 

Its  hack  it  reared-^-its  tail  it  swelled 


Into  the  peerl,  tew,  .v 
And  then  he  found  she  d  left  behind 


a  eery  strong  emotion. 

>  Oh,  the  sights.  Ate, 


Transfixed,  he  stood  upost  tbe  spot 
until  the  day  was  dawning. 

And  then  he  took  his  pencil  out, 
and  made  a  faithful  drawing  : 

Of  all  the  serpent*^  si*« 

and  what  e'er  else  befel,’ 

You’ll  find  it  in  his  lofi  hpok  marked 
on  the  first  of  April.  ,  ,  -  . 

Ob,  the  sights,  Ate, 


fill  VOCE  U  irutcu - — 

with  fearful  pomposity 
Appearing  to  the  captain  s  eyes  a 
wonderous  monstosity.  , 

Oh,  she  sights,  « c. 
The  captain’s  head  grew  dizzy,  »or 
the  cabi*  had  a  vapour  in, 

A  very  Queer  sulphurtoui  smell  that 
set  his  nerves  a  capering  ;  , 

The  thunder  roil’d,  the  s*a  *^11® 

screamed,  a  terrible  commotion 
It  seemed  a*  if  old  nick  himself  had 
stiir’d  up  all  theocean. 

Oh,  the  sights*  &c. 
His  vessel  too.  had  gained  a  speed 
that  beat  all  modern  reckoning. 
When  at  the  Window  there  appeared 
a  Mermaid  at  them  beckoning  ; 
For  city’s  *a  e  she  begg’d  for  help, 
and  not  in  jest  or  revelry, 

Anfi’ go  for  pity  they  let/her  in,  if 
not  for  love  and  chivalry, 

'  Oh,  the  sight*.  Arc. 
Of  course  she  fainted  in  his  arms,  and 
at  that  time  so  critical.  u . 

He  saw  a  sight  that  with  a  fright 
might  shake  the  world  political , 
For  whilst  just  *ith  a  hasty  glance 
the  ocean  he  was  viewing,  t ..  . . 
He  saw  a  1  Monster  of  the  Deep?  *h*t 
h*d  been  this  Maid  pWfgiw*. 

Oh.  the  sights,  Icc. 
It  M  a  Stake  of  wond’rous  size. 

_  thought  hd  wap  a  mini  tore. 

But  it  measured  fhli  a  rtilefii  lfcngth 
and  double  in  diameter! 

And  as  for  speed  the  creature  heat 
all  other  things  quite  hollow. 
For  it  cat  awnjr  ai  such  a  rslte  as  if  it 
was -out  of  collar. 


THE  BsCHELOtt  BEWITCHED 

And  Sung  at  the  Louden  Concerto 
f*ov  tout  psnmt.) 
Aia.— “The  Nice  Young  CMri.” 
Oh  1  list  to  metind  geqtlefelka 


U  »  gw*  ■’’T*” 

While  1  relate  my  two* 

And  on  my  head  awl  crack  your 

But  my.iwur  fate  bowaili  ± . 
l  was  once  a  gay  and  Mu  blade. 
And  didn’t  pass  a  sad  life,  f 

"ill  1  floundered  over  a  lady’s  maid. 
For  good  to  pass  a  had  life, 

Tol  lol,  &c. 


ril»fe 

Oh,  the  lights,  *c. 


»Twm  »t  e  elxpenny  hop  one  night. 
Quite  bobbish  1  did  behold  her. 
Other  heavy  sighs  1  didn’t  make  ligh  t 
as  l,  in  my  .arms  did  hold  her ; 

1  whispered  soft  words  in  her  ear. 

Says  I*  *1  wonft  ddoeive  yer,’* 
Says  she,  oh!  are  you  good-uatured 
dear  V-  ' 

SaysI,bh,Il!Clieveyer, 

Tol  lol,  &c. 


We  married  was,  ,tfo*a  week  or  jdgh 
I  thought  I  ne*er  **  through  it. 


I  tllOllglU  A  no  CI  eiiiyTl'* 

With  her  desires  I  did  comply* 

'Cos  other  people  dw  It; 

In  the  morning*  reason  eame,  oh,  lor 

■;sfe&r 


•vv 

To  tell  the  truth,  when  downahe’d 

iiSas-ap--* 

piK7  word*  ^ween  us  did 
SheTClu'Vnd1^*8  Vd  c™»  her 

“•  "ag  -*  »« KWi,  I 

To  fly  in  vain  l  tried 
Lookout,  old  bloke,  she  cried,  here 

Then  the  Toro  Cat  at  me  ahi^ri 
F°r.  me,  t*  did«,t  do  thi  job  d# 

Nearly  knocked  the  devil**  eye  out 

1  mUrd£„‘Tled-in 


ran, 

»  <•“  »•"».  i'll 

•"■■■. «»» 

And  pitch’d  him  out  of  winder,  | 

r£™:kc- 

.  WherriVo^he’n'tfMH'.  '  I 

,  Tollol,  tec,  I 


1 

But  memory 

p  ^^at  though  w#  fhoh 

■  -ss&ssssr 

And  from  a  flowing?/7  ‘V1*18’ 
wi*dlfnfc0me  t0  Us  «'H  ; 

And  thoS?‘°hoou;1xf,;;rds  aI!* 

uVc.*Hata"d«'o»io„;,day, 

And  le‘ ‘he  gmeftTioud 
Ascend  to  bounteous  Heav“  ’ 

I  Ob  God,  bless ^ery9f"end*afarC" 

Not  present  at  our  feast. 

MaLb"Sh‘er  hours  come’o-er  usa 
A  ”,**reatest  and  the  least. 

X“X™ar»oS“" 

PAnd  rh»  pr  ?,y’. i°y  «nd  'ore. 

And  cheerful  mind  and  heart 

Toolate  we  met,  &c. 


CHRISTMAS  NIGHT. 

Tun  The7  diiv  f*7  kV  aIent,n®- 

••  —• 

•Us  Cbrlstmr.rnVht°.KitTw 

heart  ®  "  **  w*rms  the 

nn£llllJ0^: ^and  raPtUl*e  high 


_  - ”»  W.U, 

OH,  BID  JfE^NoT  FORGET 
A..Wri‘teTh*Tr"rK%ir  >•  Ootterell. 

1  km  **  L,ght  of  other  Days.” 
On,  bid  me  not  forget  thee 
Sweet  maid  beyond  compare 
Since  the  hour  I  first  met  then. 

Thou  fairest  of  the  fair  ; 

known  love’s  power 
r  Wl11  erer  changeless  be  1,0 W€r 
%  th*. unshlne  to  the  dower 

'  Tho*m»  h^n"  ihy  *n,lle  “>  me- 

lo"e,h  P  “*y  ch"«W  seem 

I’ll  love  thee  still  the  mere 
And  still  I’i  i  fonaw  dr*am^toTe 
In®f.^PP'«r  •hiJ'sln  .tor”  * 

In  vain  I’d  try  toflee,  love, 
heart  beguiles  • 

My  life  belongs  to  thee  iJLtl  * 

I  «*.  but  b)  thy.m?*?*' 


4 


Though  looting  moo  l  bid  farewell. 
To  every  hope  and  every  joy* 
Think  not  1  with  ihee  here  to  dwelt 
If  ’twould  thy  happineti  destroy* 
Oh,  no.  no,  no. 

Too  dearly  do  I  love  thee. 


WHERE  It  something  new  starts 
every  day. 

You  never  can  be  undone, 

AU  through  the  country  every  day. 
Particularly  so  in  London. 

Natures  tongue  goes  brisk  along. 
Though  many  strive  to  spoil  her$ 
Xt*s  funny  now  to  hear  folks  bawl, 

Qid  man  you’ll  burst  yoilr  boiler. 

*  [cHoaus.j 

If  t  had  a  wife  who  was  fond  of  strife* 
I  would  not  wish  to  spoil  her* 

But  make  her  holloo  day  and  night. 
Old  man  you'll  bust  your  boiler. 

The  Q— to  A— said  one  day. 

Do  wrong  indeed  we  vpunna. 

We  will  take  a  trip  to  Germany, 

To  pass  away  the  summer. 

And  leave  BritaAnnla  while  we’re 
gone. 

I  hope  thly  will  not  spoil  her. 

And  day  and  night  tax  her  so  tight. 
And  make  her  burst  her  boiler. 

As  old  John  Bull  walked  out  one  day. 
So  buxom  and  so  mellow; 

I  heard  some  certain  people  say. 

He  was  a  stupid  fellow,  ^ 

He  did  his  vessel  SO  neglect. 

That  some  would  try  to  spoil  her : 
Then  they  hollowed  at  the  poor  old 
chap. 

Old  man  you’ll  burst  your  boiler. 

I  went  to  quod  with  little  Bob, 

And  danced  the  mill  so  cosey ; 

And  when  I  got  ray  liberty, 

I  met  a  chap  called  Nosey.  * 

He  said  the  Q— was  very  kind. 

But  many  strove  to  spoil  her; 

Then  he  save  me  such  a  kick  behind. 
And  hollooed  burst  your  boiler. 

Now  I’ll  go  home  so  help  my  bob. 

Since  I’m  completely  undone; 

I  will  tell  my  mother  I’ye  been  to 
quod. 

And  all  the  rigs  of  London. 

Avid  if  my  wife  will  not  dd right, 

I  will  take  a  stick  and  oil  her, 

Pirst  tie  her  up  behind  the  door. 

And  then  I’ll  burst  her  holler. 


THE  VITB  MOON  IS  UP. 

f'kH  I  The  vite  moon  Is  up,  „ 

V/  O’er  the  City-road  fountain. 

The  hour  is  at  hand, 

Vhen  I  promised  to  rogm, 

Vith  the  cat’s  wfeat  man’s  darter. 

By  the  canal’s  dirty  water, 

Aud  tell  her  how  truly  her  knacker 
can  love. 

I  knows  there  Joe  Miller, 

An  out  uad  out  killer, 

Vould  fain  vin  a  squint. 

Prom  her  gravy  red  eye. 

But  my  own  Sarah  Sassage 
The  pride  of  8nook’e  passage. 

Keeps  all  the  rich  licks 
And  fine  tit  bits  fop  me. 

It’s  not  long  since  we  both  trod  the 
pavement  together. 

Two  saucy  young  Varmints  as  ever 
drank  beer. 

Then  I  called  her  my  own  SaL 
Mr  put  and  out  flash  gal. 

Ana lord  how  we  hooked  it, 

Vhen  a  peeler  vas  near*  t* 

And  still  she’s  a  blossom, 

I’d  vtar  near  my  bussum, 

A  blossom  I’d  stick  to. 

Till  I’m  scragged  do  you  see, 

Por  my  own  Sarah  Sassage, 

The  pride  of  Snooks  passage 
Is  an  out  and  out  brick. 

And  a  rum’un  to  me. 


A  HINT  TO  LOVERS, 


\t7HILE  you  put  sue  me, 

▼  v  Thus  to  undo  me. 
Sure  ruin  lies  in  all  you  say, 
To  bring  your  toying. 

Up  to  enjoying. 


I’LL  NOT  BEGUILE  THRE  PBOM 
THY  HOME. 

I’LL  not  beguile  thee  from  thy  home 
For  me  thou  shalt  not  friends  re* 
v  sign. 

Or  exil’d  from  thy  kindred  roam. 

In  poverty  and  grief  and  pinn. 

Oh,  no.  no.  no. 


Lasses  are  willing, 

As  lads  for  billing,  ' 

When  marriage  vowa’  are  kindly 

LettfSly’  Fattier,  i 

Tie  us  together. 

Then  kill  your  fill,  and  bill  your 


There  are  many  dearila  that  walk  tWa 
world  w 

Ib  iiU  ad  iheafrre.  atid  devils  to 
•toliL 

DeeHe  .that  go  with  their  taHs  un- 
curled,  \  ■ 

Devils  with  horns,  and  devils  vrlth- 


»2 


out 

Serious  devils,  laughing  devils. 

Devils  black  and  devils  white. 
Devils  for  churches,  devils  for  revels, 
DevH»  uf|covth,  and  d ev » polite. 
Devils  with  feathers  and  devils  with 
scales1  J'  M- '  • 

D**l«  iHtli  bill *  Mid  Warty  Skin— 
Devils  with  claws' Me  ftfoiv  nails. 
Devils  Wlthr  Stthet  ditiaaiid  fins. 
Devils  foufiSH:  devils  #Me, 

Devils  *fWatid  devfctf  email— 
Buttt  ]au*Wn#Womaw  with  two  bright 

la  the*woMMtt  dd*H  off  an. 

♦  IfiiupK  • 

WHY  SO  SlDt 
An  Original1  song  by  R.  H.  L. 
Ain.*— Kathleen  Macree. 
WHY  sit  here  id  setae*  sadness, 
wuti  madness  t 

While  the  storm  it  pelts  without 
Oh,  let  urkeep  blue  devils  e«u ! 

Wjne  we'll  drihk  aftdrtng  and  Quaff 
AH  night  titybdft  tet’eiekv  «idUu*h 
And  it  the  mortv  should  steal  upon  us 
Merry-making  let  it  find  us. 

-<•  -  v  i-  ,  v 

CHORUS 

Then  come  mt  lads  come  loin  with 
me,  f 

Your  glasses  ffl!,  And  merry  be. 

Again  our  glasses  let's  replenish 
With  Barclay’s  best,  or  better  Rhenish 
With  ant  thing  this  side  of  folly 
'Ere  the  cup  o’  melancholy; 

That  bitter  cup  of  deadly  gloom 
Which  wraes  maw.  in  a  living  tombs 
Shake,  shake  it  off  then  one  and  all 
And  join  me  in  a  carnival. 

Then  come  my  lads,  ke. 

Arouse  thee  lads,  let  our  delight 
In  good  cheer,  be  spent  to  night; 

And  by  the  sound  our  orgies  spread 
Prove  to  mirth  we  are  not  dead, 
fleece,  away  with  the  demon  care. 

He  shall  net  ftathi*  night  ensnare. 
Sing  and  shoutHoin  the  revel, 

••Dull  eare  hence  unto  the  devil!” 

Then  come  my  lade*  ltd, 

(<  ns  .Hi  o  u.4  :■■  ■''■ 


THE  BEGGAR. 

A  Beggar  I  am,  and  of  low  degree. 
For  I’m  pome  of  a  begging  fa¬ 


mily  : 

I'm  lame;  but  When  in  a  fighting 
boat, 

.  I  whip  off  my  Id*,  avid  light  If  out. 
In  running  J  leave  the  beadle  behind. 
And  a  lass  I  can  ste,  tho’  aha  f  Pm 
blind; 

Thro'  town  and  village  I  gaily  jog. 
My  music,  the  bell  of  my  little  do*. 

(chorus.)  , 

I’m  cloth’d  fn  rags,  v 
I’m  hung  with  bags. 

That  round  me  wags; 

I’eeabagfdr  salt, 

A  bag  for  malt, 

A  bag  for  the  leg  of  a  goose. 
For  my  oats  a  bag. 

For  my  groats  a  bag, 

Ai.d  a  bottle  to  hold  my  boose. 
It's  now  heav’n  bless  you  for  your 
charity. 

And  then  push  the  can  about,  fol  do 
rol  de  rec. 

In  beeging  a  farthing,  I’m  poor  and 
old. 

In  spending  a  noble  I’m  stout  and 
bold ; 

When  a  brave  full  company  I  gee. 

It’s  my  noble  masters  your  charity. 
But  when  a  traveller  I  meet  alone. 
Stand  and  deliver,  or  I’ll  knock 
you  down! 

All  day  for  a  wandering  mumper  I 

pass. 

All  niglrt— >ob !  i  hard  and  a  buxom 
lass. 

*  I’m  cloath’d  In  rags.  Sea 

HAIL  SWEET  HOPE. 

LET  every  bard  attune  his  lyre, 

Ob,  lovely  hope,  to  thee; 

For  thou  tfbyt  oft  the  soul  Inspire 
Of  wretched  misery. 

When  thblftftfo  IdYe  are  wand’ring 
far. 

And  fear  fdtab  ill  portrays. 

Kind  hope,  ody  friendly  guiding  star, 
The  rending  thought  allays. 

Then  hail,  sweet  hope,  to  thee  I  bend 
The  hero  and  the  lover’s  frivnd; 
Whilst  cheered  by  thee,  the  captive 
lives,  „ 

And^ bears  the  pangs  that  sorrows 
Hail,  tweet  hope 


| 


t 


IN  A  COURT  NEAR  THE  CITY. 

In  a  court  of  famed  London  city  does 
dwell.  * 

A  rummy  old  covey,  A  broken  down 
swell ; 

Tho*  onee  dress’d  so  fine,  now  shabby 
he  goes. 

Because  he  gets  lueby  and  pawns  all 
his  clothes : 

His  shirt  is  so  black,  with  a  dirty 
cravat, 

And  he  wears  on  his  head,  a  shocking 
bad  hat; 

Withcarrotty  hair,  and  eyes  such  a 

TT  ,  pair. 

He’s  a  very  good  figure  to  frighten 


I’ve  sought  him  O’er  the  lawn. 
I  miss’d  him  in  a  minute, 

Vhile  Villiam  spoke  to  met 
Oh,  vhere  is  that  Rover,  , 

Viier e  can  poor  Rover  be. 

Still,  still,  I  miss  hfMv 
How  couldf  I  M  him  ream. 

Oh  crikey  5  shan’t  I  catch  it— 
fProm  missus  vhenlget  home, 

l'«a  ■nilok,  k: _  .  1 _ a  .V  ««  w 


the  crows. 

In  a  court,  Ac. 

Ifeve^by  ehance,  this  old  covey  you 

He’ll  try  al’l  he  can  to  make  you  stand 
.treat; 

And  if  to  treat  him,  perhaps  you  re— 

^  ftase. 

Tea  chance#  to  one,  but  he  will  you 
abuse; 

80  pr’ytbee  take  care  of  this  oil d 
chap  beware. 

With  gogle  eyes  and  carrotty  hair. 

He’s  pretty  Weil  known,  Where  ever 
he  goes. 

**  *fcaiiose  pimple  on  the  top  of 
In  a  court,  Ac* 


U  Had  a  tanner. 

A  Parody  written  by  T.  S.  Hawkes. 

I  had  a  tawner;  once  on  the  shell 
’twas  laving, 

1  took  it  off  with  silence,'  and  with 
fear 

•Twa.  right  good  tin  of  my  eU  «. 

An  deleft  to  buy  some  crabbery  and 
In  an  evil’ hour  I  went  to  play  at 


skittles, 

A  game  Vo  play'd  at  many  time. 

before; 

I  lost  my  tin,  my  hope*  of  bear  and 
wittles. 

And  smiling  sadly,  vowed  I’d  play 
no  more.  . 

Next  night,  a  bob  on  the  shelf  was 
laying 

TtThlcJLm,r  S?1  kWwt 

It  look’d  so  bright,  methoughtlheafd 

“Old  (?ove  come  let  us  now  ei 
skittles  play,^  m 

Vainly  I  strove  alas!  to  get  a  floorer, 

Jdy  hand  unsteady,  made  the  ball 
go  queer, 

I  miss’d  each  time,  and  chaff’d  bv 
every  scorer  9 


IF  TO  LOVE. 

If  to  love  is  to  be  blest. 

Ah,  how  blest  are  you  and  * 
Mutual  passion,  mutual  rest 
Are  the  objects  of  each  sight 
Hot  a  cloud  across  us  moves. 

Even  fortune  dares  not  frown, 

*  shednwhere  spotless  loves. 
Shield  affection's  peaceful  throne, 

Small  the  pittance  we  possess, 
.Large  the  comfort  we  enjoy, 
Meav’n  alone  can  make  that  less, 
-Which  tho’  much  will  never  cloy, 
Pride  and  grandeur  if  you  can. 
Boast  of  joys  exceeding  these. 
Mutual  bliss  is  all  our  plan. 

And  our  maxim  is  tc  please. 


WHERE  IS  THAT  ROVER. 
A  Parody  written  by  S.  R.  Moore, 

Wh®r*,  oh !  where  is  that  Rover, 
"hem  is  that  animal  gone. 


-.•V  j 


MY  DAD  WA8  A  80LDIEB.  |  0^ the  brighter  hw,  while  it  lt» 


Written  by  £.  Stobie, 
AXB_’*-%  Block.9 


Bid  her  not  shed  one  tear  «#f  sorrow* 
To  sully  a  heart  so  brilliaut  and 


fm  y  Dad  was  a  so. flier  once  fam’d  I  But  balmy  drops  of  tho  red  grape 
m  the  wars,  _ «...  i  -borrow,  _  A _ 4tll 


y«r  his  country  ^and  King  he  has 

-  *2 body  onoe  fair  is  now  cover’d  with 
scars  [head. 

From  iSu  toe«  to  the  crown  of  hD 
Yet  still  his  old  blood  colours  high 

WhtnWh?Sls  of  the  battles  he’s 

Ind*  he* shoulders  his  stiek  with  the 
freedom  and  grace— 

Of  a  soldier  whose  fought  for  his 

*  And  he  shoulders  his  stick,  &c. 


To  bathe  the  relic  from  morn  till 
night. 

When  the  light  of  my  song  is  o’er, 

O  bear  my  harp  to  your  ancient 
hall,  .  , 

Hang  it  up  at,that  friendly  door. 
Where  weary  travellers  love  to  call. 

And  should  some,  bard  that  roams 
forsaken. 

Revive  its  soft  notes  when  passing 
along, 

O  i  let  one  thought  of  its  master 
Waken, 

Your  warmest  smile  for  the  child 
of  song. 


When  the  cold  winter  winds  blew  of  song. 

Our#<rottag^that  stood  on  the  moor.  Take  this  cup  that  is  now  o'erflowing. 
And  the  old  forest  trees  groan’d  loud  To  grace  your  revels  when  I’m  at 
in  the  blast,  rest. 

He  would  liken  the  scene  to  a  war.  Never,  ot  never,  its  balm  bestowing, 
A  soldiers  true  courage  he’d  liken  to  On  lips  that  beauty  hath  seldom 
trees,  blest. 

That  ne’er  shrink  from  the  rifles  But  shouldsome  warm  devoted  lover, 
sharp  ring.  Toiler  he  loves  once  bathe  its  brim. 

Then  he’d  shoulder  his  stick  with  the  O  then  my  spirit  around  shall  hover, 
freedom  and  ease.  And  hollow  each  drop  that  foams 

Of  a  soldier  who’d  fought  for  his  for  him, 

Kiiit? 

Then  he’d  shoulder  his  stick,  &c.  - 


A  BUMPER  OF  SPARKLING 
He  bids  us  make  ready,  for  soon  he  WINE. 

IrThiV march  thro’  lifes  broils  and  rt  MY  heart  is  delighted  to  see, 
alarms,  -*  v  v  All  the  frends  I  love  best  round 

And  he  says  in  his  actions  he’ll  ne’er  my  fire  : 

be  at  fault.  For  good  fellowship’s  all  things  to 

Till  the  words  given  out  to  ground  me; 
arms.  And  there’s  nothing  on  earth  I  de- 

And  when  hit  old  body  is  taking  its  sire 

rest.  But  a  bumper  of  sparkling  wine, 

And  his  soul  to  Us  maker  taken 

wing.  It  is  true,  that  our  joys  are  but  brief, 

.**11  shoulder  his  stick  and  thro’  life  But  sad  faces  will  not  ‘make  them 
do  my  best,  .  ,  .  ,  . ,  .  long; 


my  fire ; 

For  good  fellowship’s  all  things  to 
me; 

And  there’s  nothing  on  earth  I  de¬ 
sire 

But  a  bumper  of  sparkling  wine, 

It  is  true,  that  our  ioys  are  but  brief. 
But  sad  faces  will  not  ‘make  them 
long; 


Like  a  soldier  who'd  fought  for  his  I  And  the  right  way  to  shorten  our 


King  grief 

I’ll  shoulder  his  stick,  fee.  Is  to  lengthen  our  joys  with  a  song 

And  a  bumper  of  sparkling  wine. 

mciv  tvaidv  It  is  thus  our  enjoyment  extends, 

THE  LEGACY  And  the  cares  of  the  world  we  be- 

YITHEN  In  death  I  shall  calm  re-  When  we  seethe  bright  eyes  of  our 
▼  v  cline,  k  friends  / 

Oh!  bear  my  heart  to  my  mistress  To  the  toast  of  the  'air  beam 
dear,  .  .  smile. 

Tell  lief  It  liv’d  upon  smUes,  and  wine  O’er  a  bumper  of  sparkling  wlne^ 


THE  LEGACY 


▼  ▼  cline. 

Oh !  bear  my  heart  to  my  mistress 
dear,  .  J  . 

Tell  lief  It  liv’d  upon  smiles,  and  vine 


Me  pleasures  op  samar. 

KAND. 


tHK  TAVERN. 


^compass'd  by  nieht  I  sst  rin.n  V  KNOW  hv  #h«  -uL 


■s  **n«r*  now'rs,  -  ^ «ic'  jjram, 

JS+sts&z  hUht  1 831  down  1  KNd?.piaV;.iie  p.°“  “,*t  »°r  wnv 
jSmr^r’  Wha‘  8houM  riM  A„7l  tils  irl&ft?- L***"^2 

SiantS  tehiSll  1  “,eurtt  1  »>«  The'cr  «*•  8  6  Wa< 

”  ,u"w*  «—W  rt  "VW*  Wa*  ‘hf"* 

A«rin!tVr*|,ldf*fr  ™*sI*  the,r  «ff-  ,*c* Uered  h ere?  ,M  mud  pudd,e« 

•ring*  y.Ild.  In  aUeice  reposed  the  voluptuoua 

**«■“  ...» r* 

Vaa,1^  ,l,‘ »’  ^ 

hought  I  saw  beauty  with  mischievous  do*.  ”  * 


T*J8SKS.  W“h  •r#a,'on  b«  *  «wjrWStf*«  res,,  au 

,  Aen8rherV.;,0,r817  “rl  ",y  ***«<>«  VT&n-ka.p.r  , 

1  th?„u*J‘ 1  •«»  beauty  with  grace  .  '"bwhieroue  dog. 

„„„  ‘".ssjr* 

F°rAtS  8lole  la  my  heart  wltl>  an  ec-  w,  ^Pop^nPr»y  ly™y  mouth»  and  a 
lft,CIC^ht  ,  ,aw  beao«y  #nd  W$&g*£gr*  Oid  rye 

• ,ove  ln  ber  face.  How  blest  could  l  lire,  and  l.n. 

“'SH'Vroioah.wAer.; 

/ ?he.V^t“Ce  her-  but  «  Hj*^iJ^  ‘0ddy.  how  swee, 

yrpC  7  P<Un’  *‘8«  *  A"dto^ha‘  “auo,  I  raised 
'  ,To^sCof  th%  grove:  ‘W,n’<‘  W“h  HaTe  "--  been  tast,  d.'by  „££• 

She  stole  from  my  heart  with  a  pas-  - — _ 

sionate  grace,  y 

And  engrav’d  the  transaction  all  rANNY  THE  FAIR, 

over  my  face.  Aib.-Ro«„  Adair. 

f*ir"Vmpb  my  affection.  WHl£®J5rbe  with  little  wing, 
assailed,  ^  *ann*d  the  pure  air.  * 

The  impress'on  remains  tho»  the  p!1"?  tb*  breathing  spring. 

„  passion  has  failed ;  Forth  I  did  fare,  P  U*# 

Y  et  w  hy  shou'd  I  grieve  when  above  8u,n’®  golden  eye, 

I  may  Mnd.  Q  beep'd  o'er  the  mountains  hi„h 

The  image  of  him  who  paints  Jove  ®uc«  *by  morn,  did  I  cry. 
te  the  mind :  Fanny  the  fair, 

1  ""better  grace,,he  Chan“  "“h  *  %lM{2’5~"18"  «*■ 

A*  Venus  and  Hebe  them  form  but  Wb lie 

f“e-  a  Chin  Je  bd  mate?  *mon* 

Bright  image  of  nature  thy  charms  opening  /ay,  - 

I  admire,  a  Hose  buds  bent  the  dewV 

While  ev'ry  prospect  my  pasiion  8uo&  *£y  bloom,  did  iLy, 
inspires  Fanny  the  fair. 

l°t  Julrgaide9  afld  Wlth  Do"n  in  *  ahady  walk. 

jvisrsSP”*'  'agfai 

wauSSrsr*"* 


THE  SPRIG  OPSHELLELAGH 

^je»h  love  If  the  soul  of  8  nate  Irish 

He  lovesall  the  lovely,  loves  all  that 

With8  his1* sort?  of  shellelagh  and 

shamrock  so  green ; _ . 

heart  is  good-humoured-*  tis 
,  hODst  and  sound,  ...  .  .  . 

No  malice  or  hatred  is  there  to  be 

Ilecourts  nnd  lie  marries  he  drinks 
and  he  fights,  .  . 

For  love,  all  f or  love,  for  in  that  he 

wlth^his*  sprig  of  shellelagh  and 
shamrock  so  green. 

Who  has  e'er  had  the  luck  to  see 
Donnybrook  fair. 

An  Irishman  all  in  his  glory  is 

With  ^ is  sprig  of  shellelagh  and 
shamrock  so  green;  _frtl- 

His  clothes  spick  and  span  new  witn- 
out  ever  a  speck,  -  hta 

A  neat  Barcelona  tied  round  his 

He  goes  to  a  tent,  and  he  spends  half 

He  meetswith  a  friends,  and  for  love 
knocks  him  down. 

With  his  sprig  of  shellelagh  and 
shamrock  so  green. 

At  evening  returning,  as  homeward 

His  heart  soft  with  whiskey,  his 
head  soft  with  blows  .  . 

From  a  sprig  of  shellelagh  and 
shamrock  so  fi***1^  Lu 
He  meet  with  his  Shelah,  who, 
blushing  a  smile,  .. 

Cries,“Get  you  gone,  Pat,  yet  con 
sents  all  the  while,  . 

To  the  priest  then  they  go— ano, 
nine  months  after  that, 

A  fine  baBy  cries  sut^How  d'y*  do, 

WitlTyou^spHg  of  shellelagh  and 
shamrock  so  green; 


United  fit  nappy,  at  loyaTtyJsfmn* 
May  the  rose,  leek,  and  thistle,  long 
flourish  and  twine 
Bound  a  sprig  of  snillelah  &  sham* 

rock  so  green,  •  >-  1  »><•'•  *  '•  rf* 


Additional  Torse. 

Bless  the  country,  say  I,  that  gave 
Patrick  his  birth. 

Bless  the  land  of  the  oak,  and  its 
neighbouring  earth,  , 

Where  grows  thejshellelahand  sham- 

M™ih.°  ESV  the  Thames,  tli. 

Tweed.  andJhe  Shanuon, 

Drub  the  foe  woe  dares  plant  on  our 
#o»  fines  a  coimon;  - 


KING  OP  A  Grpshr  BAND 

Written  by  C.  Edmonds. 

Air —'King  of  the  Forest  Glade9* 

AH  I  am  king  of  a  gipsy  ban ih, 

KJ  That  roameth  far  and  near. 
Where  the  summer  breeder  whispers 
thro’  the  trees,  - 
And  free  is  the  bounding  de?r. 

At  my  will  I  roam,  far  or  near  from 
home,  .  • 

Happy,  careless,  and  free. 

No  car**s  have  I  to  make  me  sigh. 

For  I'm  free  as  the  air  can  be. 

And  when  I  come  back  no  cheer  I 
lack. 

As  king  of  a  gipsy  band. 

Oh  I  am  king,  I'm  king,  &c. 

There's  not  a  sight  on  a  moonlight 
night,  ... 

More  sweet  than  an  old  village 

When  on  it  plays  the  moons  bright 

And* the  windows  gleam  With  a  sil¬ 
ver  fire.  .  ‘  .  .... 

And  I  love  to  hear  in  the  copse  that  s 
near,  .  .  ..  .  .  . 

The  nightingale's  song  to  the  night, 

'  Or  see  in  the  shade  that  a  tree  has 
made,  .  .  .  . 

The  glow-worms  flickering  light; 
For  then  I  think  as  my  ale  I  drink. 
That  I'm  king  of  a  gipsy  band. 

Oh  I  am  kihg,  rmkihg,&c. 

Oh,  the  poet  shall  sing  of  th#  gipsy 

That  maketli  his  homel  in.  the  wood 
And  how  happy  Is  he  the  green¬ 
wood  free,  .  t  ...  M 

Beneath  >ts°wwV  , 

And  how  frapp,  am  I,  wh«»  the  «ay  • 

To°fcelpn  my  brow  the  .renin  g 

thenTn^he  wood-lli*  WiM  fmj* 
wood, .  '  wAaa* 


LASH’D  TO  THJ  ;  HELM.  — 
1N  ^ky18'  *****1(***  obscure  the 
And  thindere  roll,  and  lightnings 

**1  think  d»re  alarms, 

1  t  ink?Ltl\yUon  '>,y  charms, 

ine  troubled  main. 
hj  w,Yl<i  atl(i  rain, 

My  srarnt  passion  prove ; 

Lasi,»d  to  the  helm  ’ 

TM  SjJSS^WjP  o’erwhelm, 

I  d  think  on  thee,  my  love. 

^?e2  ro.ck®  appear  on  every  aid,- 
And  art  is  vain  the  ship  to  guide- 

•’SS-swwtSfe 

Tfui  troubled  main, 
nr  ^  'S  Wln<l  a,!d  rain. 


'  "j  ftuu  rain. 

My  ardent  passion  prove. 

Lash  d  to  the  helm, 
tm  8<fa«  o'erwlieim, 

I  d  think  on  thee,  my  Jove, 


Utki8nd  Uld  lh<*  *Pacious  pow’rs  be 

Dispel  the  gloom  and  still  the  wind 
nd  waft  me  to  thy  arms  once  more. 
Safe  to  my  lone;  lost  nati%e  shore. 
No  more  the  main  *  ! 

u  d'ei,,ptagain. 

But  tender  joys  improve, 

1  *  Men  with  thee 

'  lnAh.°lu,.(l  happy  bet 
j  And  Ihink  on  nought  but  lpve. 

J  a  hunting  song.  ~ 

3°  \Z  «h„!f„rA  „b,r?1!h'r  ®P°rt»men, 
h'1®  sound  of  the  horn,  * 

or  "bam.  plea,ur«  decline* 

e/eu'i’.morn6,  y°M  MnCeS-  and 
wnii  me  the  sweet  melody  join, 

And  chase  the  swift  here  till^he 

i.n  e.Jji.  _ 


|  THE  COTTAGE  IN  THE  VALE 

’  A  8ISw^gw1  22?  mouW- 

Bold"10*  MO 

n  **  n0L.c*1*rro*  *w  met 
°\vbe£eJ™!5^n‘*ntra*,>,L‘  *wer, 

AThi*a;s:  f;® 

^irBAiKSMqyr*- 

L  b8le«te“r  ‘hl*  *pot»  “'ue  'Senbly 

Ko°L'piend°ur  »hou|d  »  Ptnet 

To  t%hth  8t.epj8®*,n  ™  ‘race. 
tel1  the  tender  tale., 

emce"  *he  JI  wilh  her  pr**«®» 
The  cottage  in  the  vale. 

OH!  THOU  WERT  BORN  TO 
PLEASE  ME. 

O^i'r  b2.r?  & .?>*»“  «**. 


»e  T».  "S1*  UWI  «  Oie 

rpT  ,My  Hfe,  my  only  love, 

Ti‘ ^  tbe  world  l’il  praise  thee. 
My  shepherd  of  the  grove. 


ThnJL5a£p?’  "ever  Jealous, 
Dear  idol  of  my  heart, 

Ca5  harm  assail  os. 

My  life,  my  onlfSove! 

Peel  how  my  heart  is  beating. 
My  rural  queen  of  love, 
pui?f  of.,ife  retreating. 

[  Our  bliss  shall  constant  prpvft 


r  — ptt-w  VMft  0IIO 
‘he  me“ 

^Pastlmp?.  ?ifd  loyou*  repair 
yield™  ‘  ,ff®  greater  happiness 

Phen  chasing  the  tm  or  the  hare, 

VponmC«0nm.^dT’M^0“‘he 

r  wfc*“.r®  W»  huntln*  it  found, 

■  "he"  « If.  o'er,  as  brisk  as  before 
Woumh,rn  n“  “*  epurn  UP  the 


JACK  MIZEK. 

TJUERCB  the  bloods  battle  rasing, 
*  9f*“,n,  *  w»»e*  liksUettee sleep, 

bhip  to  ship  were  ftrmengaejng,  * 

Saw  his  shipmates  crown  around, 

0  wm1.?  man*.*  ***r  was  falling 

#».Poor  Jack  6M*y'd  to  speak, 
G?rjiy  f*fen  »  messmate  calling. 

Bade  him  his  dear  Mary  seek 
^h  honour. 
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THE  LARK.l 


Still  the  lark  flndsjrepose  ^ 

In  the  full  waving  corn. 

And  the  bee  on  the  rose,  r* 

Tho'  surrounded  with  thorn. 


Never  robb'd  of  their  ease. 

They  are  thoughtless  and  fretf 
But  no  more  gentle  peace 
Shall  e'er  harbour  with  me. 


Still  in  search  of  deKcht, 
Every  pleasure  they  prove. 
Ne'er  tormented  by  pride. 

Or  the  slights  of  fond  love. 


MOLLY  MALONE. 

By  the  big  hill  of  Howth, 

That's  a  bit  of  an  oath. 

That  to  swear  by  I'm  loath 
To  the  heart  of  a  stone.* 

But  be  poison  my  drink. 

If  I  sleep,  snore,  or  wink. 

Once  forgetting  to  think. 

Of  your  lying  alone. 

Ochl  it's  how  I'm  in  love. 

Like  a  beautiful  dove. 

That  sits  cooing  above 
In  the  boughs  of  a  tree. 

It's  myself  I'll  soon  smother. 

In  something  or  other. 

Unless  1  can  bother. 

Your  heart  to  love  me. 

Sweet  Molly,  Sweet  Molly  Malone, 
Sweet  Molly,  Sweet  Molly  Malone%. 

I  can  see  if  you  smile. 

Though  I'm  off  half  a  mile. 

For  my  eyes  all  the  while 
Keep  along  with  my  head; 

And  my  head,  you  must  know,  ^ 
When  from  Molly  I  go. 

Takes  his  leave  with  a  bow. 

And  remains  in  its  stead. 

Och !  it's  how,  «c# 

Like  a  bird  I  could  sing 
In  the  month  of  spring. 

But  it's  now  no  such  thing. 

I'm  quite  bothered  and  dead. 

Och!  I'll  roar  and  I'll  groan. 

My  sweet  Molly  Malone, 

Till  I'm  bone  of  your  bone. 

And  asleep  in  your  bed 

Och!  it's  how,  &c. 


GLEE. 


Hall  to  Bacchus'  rosy  powers, 
Pleasure  shall  this  night  be  onrs. 
The  god's  our  prisoner  and  in  vain. 
He  may  6eek  to  burst  his  chain, 
This  nighthets  ours,  and  e  er  shall  be 
Is  pleasure,  miitb,  and  harmony  l 


I  MOURN  IN  SILENT  ANGUINf 

I  mourn  in  silent  anguish. 

In  thy  bower  dear  to  me,  i 

Where  the  flowers  weeping  languish 
With  dew  drop  tears  for  thee. 
Where  hope  once  beam'd  around  usJ 
But  hope  with  thee  Is  dead ; 

When  fancy's  spell  had  bound  us. 
Ere  its  spell  had  broke  and  fled. 

Still  my  heart  with  fond  emotion. 

To  thy  sacred  hannts  incline. 

As  the  pilgrim  with  emotion 
Still  lingers  at  the  shrine. 

And  though  thy  form  be  fading. 


'Neath  the  earth's  clay  cold  embr 
Thy  spirit  pure  pervading. 

Still  hovers  in  its  place. 


THE  SIGNAL  GUN. 

Hark!  'tis  the  signal  gnn. 

We  to  the  contest  fly ; 

The  battle,  the  battle  must  be  won, 
Or  we  must  bravely  die. 

Wield  high  the  glittering  blade. 
And  airtt'the  deadly  gun  ; 

Thousands  must  in  death  be  laia. 
Ere  the  battle's  won. 

^  Hark,  eu] 

Hark,  'tis  the  trumpets  bray. 

The  enemy  has  fled  ; 

Thousands  on  the  field  now  lay. 
The  dying  and  the  dead. 

Mourn,  mourn,  ye  maidens  all. 

And  tears  of  pity  shed  s 

Mourn  the  fate  of  them  that  fall, 
Andlfor  their  country  bled. ,  { 


OUR  COUNTRY  IS  OUR  SHU 
D'YE  SEE. 


Our  country  is  our  ship  d'ye  see, 
HA  gallant  vessel  too, 

And  of  is  fortune  proud  is  he. 
Who's  of  the  Albion's  crew ; 
Each  man  whate'er  his  station  be. 
When  duty's  call  commands 
Should  take  his  stand. 

And  lend  a  hand,  . 

As  the  common  cause  demands. 


Among  ourselves  in  peace,  tis  true, 
We  quarrel,  make  a  route, 

And  have  nothing  else  to  do. 

We  fairly  scold  it  out :  . 


w  e  mm  j  owl.  *  .  ,  ■  . _ _ 

But  once  the  enemy’*  in  view  . 
Shake  hands  we  soon  be  friends. 
On  the  deck. 

Till  a  wreck,  ,  - 

Each  the  common  cause  ftefenaiy 

CATCH#  1 


Would  you  be  a  man  of  fashion. 
Would  yon  lead  a  life  divine ; 
Take  a  little  dram  of  fashion 
In  a  lurly  dose  of  wina 


,  si 

1 


NOISIf  NEIGHBtrnS.  1 
A  T  Cork  them  lived  a  brazier. 

Who  In  making  pans  and  ket- 

tl68| 

His  workmen  would  amaze  you. 

They  were  such  noisy  devils. 

The  brazifer  o  scolding  deary. 

Opposed  the  sounding  hammer 
Wir 1  *on&u®  that  waged  contrary. 
With  everlasting  clamour, 

TH.m«Tn&«fatterinB 

Tin^«hita“erin8’  P°ll8hing 

Reddels,  greddels,  spits,  and  kettles 
Coversjfor  plates  and  Romford  grates 
Soldering  cauldrons  lamps  and 
fen  terns. 

Ladles,  racks,  and  roasting  jacks. 

Old  Vulcan  forging  direful  arms. 
Ne'er  spread  such  thundering  alarms 
Their  brats  were  ever  squalling. 

And  outraged  all  con'ounders, 
in  the  street  was  constant  bawling 
Of  women  selling  *  flounders,’ 

A  lodger  in  the  a  tic. 

Instructed  little  drummers ; 

Outside  was  Sergeant  Tactic, 
Exercising  gunners  1 
there  was  firing  guns  and  beating 
drums. 

Squalling,  bawling,  grumling  and 
chattering,  dec. 

Hext  door  a  spruce  old  maide  n. 

Kept  fifty  spanking  mousers, 

Vho  all  the  day  were  raging. 

At  puppies  and  big  towsnrs. 

*he  cats,  when  tired  of  fighting, 

AH  scampered  to  the  pantiles, 
heir  caterwauling  might  then. 

Have  frightened  Jews  and  Gentiles 
Imitating  eat*  tpitting  and  Jight- 

With  growling  and  swearing 
scratching  and  tearing, 

Iring  guns,  and  beating  drums,  { 

squalling,  bawling,  grumbling  and 
[  chattering,  dec. 


The  cobler  who  hugs  lifs  brown  fass. 

Feels  emotions  of  love  full  as  strong 
As  those  of  a  much  higher  class. 

And  glorious  he  won  her  by  song. 

For  the  loss  of  a  nail  tinker’s  rage, 
as  much  as  for  realms  a  great  k « 
With  clamours  our  ears  both  engaj£ 
Ana  much  the  same  peal  they  boru 
ring. 

On  my  word,  my  good  friend  we’ra  a 
crowd. 

Variegated  among  great  and  small. 
We  tuke  it  by  turns  to  be  proud, 
and  likewise  by  turns  rise  and  fall. 

Like  actors  we  strut  for  an  hour, 
in  all  the  grand  Sav’ry  »f  state: 

abdicated  from  power. 

With  pages  o'er  porter  the’ll  prate, 

Tfeufrom  an  enlivening  bowl. 

While  your  reason  holds  good  neve? 
flinch f 

«Tulife/8. but  a  ®Pan  my  brave  soul, 
then  faith  we’ll  enjoy  ev’ry  inch. 


FORGET  NOT  THE  FIELD. 

‘E'ORGET  not  the  field  where  they 

*■  perish’d, 

.The  *rile8t 1,10  last  of  the  brave. 

All  gone— and  the  bright  hope  we 
cherish’d 

Gone  with  them,  and  quench’d  n 
their  grave. 

Oh!  could  we  from  death  but  re¬ 
cover 

Those  hearts,  as  they  boundeth  be¬ 
fore. 

In  the  face  of  high  heaven  to  fight 
over. 

That  combat  for  freedom  once 
more. 


THE  JOVIAL  PHILOSOPHER. 

BE  content  in  your  station  my 
friend. 

The  maxim  is  probatum  est; 
fe*t  short  from  beginning  to  end 
Then  let  us  pass  thro’  It  with  zest. 

le  monarch  surrounded  by  fame, 
Pan  taste  no  more  pleasure  than 
you; 

is  passions  and  feelings  the  sime, 
Desires  and  wishes  us  few.  i 


Could  the  chain  for  an  instant  be 
riven. 

Which  tyranny  flung  round  us 
then. 

Oh  1  'tis  not  in  man  nor  in  heaven. 

To  let  tyranny  bind  it  again. 

But  'tis  past— and  though  blazoned 
in  story. 

The  name  of  our  victor  may  be. 

Accurst  is  the  march  of  that  glory. 

Which  treads  over  tlie  hearts  of 
the  free. 

Far  dearer  the  grave  or  the  prison. 

Illumin'd  by  one  patriot  name. 

Than  the  trophies  of  all  who  have 
risen. 

On  Libertys  ruins  to  fame* 


240 


TUB  ABETHUSA. 

Cam*  all  yon  Jolly  aailor*  bold,' 

W  hone  h«art«  are  cast  in  honour* 

WhIUEnllfsti  #l6ryl  unfold, 

HuzxA  to  the  Arethusa  1 
She  it  a  frigate  tight  and  brave. 

At  ever  stemm’d  the  dashing  wave : 
Her  men  are  Staunch 
To  their  favourite  launch* 

And  when  the  foe  thall  meet  our  fire, 
Sooner  than  strike  we’ll  all  expire. 
On  board  of  the  Arethusa. 

fTwat  with  the  iptihg  fleet  the  went 

The  English  Channel  to  cruise  about. 
When  four  French  tail,  in  shew  to 
stout, 

Bora  dcwn  on  the  Arethusa.. 

The  fam’d  Bell  Poole  straight  a-head 
did  lie,  j  A  _ 

The  Arethusa  teem’d  to  fly. 

Not  a  sheet  or  a  tack. 

Or  a  brace  did  the  tlack  ; 

Though  the  Frenchmen  laugh’d,  and 


But  theyUkne wVot  handful  of  meu 
how  tg”l[jj)*ard  0t  the  Arethusa* 

On  deck  flvehundred  men  did  dance. 
The  stoutest  they  could  find  m 
France, 

We  with  two  hundred  did  advance. 
On  board  of  the  Arethtiia. 
Otircaptain  hail’d  the  Frenchmen, 

The  Frenchmen  they  cried  out, 
hallol 

Bear  down,  d’ye  see. 

To  our  admiral’s  lee. 

No,  no,  Says  the  Frenchmen,  that 

Then  l&musUu«  you  along  with  me, 
Says  tne  saucy  Arethusa, 

The  fight  was  off  the  Frenchmen’s 

We  a  them  back  upon  their 

For  wSTfought  till  not  a  stick  would 

Of  the  gallant  Arethusa. 

And  notr  we’ve  driven  the  fbe  ashore. 
Never  to  fight  with  Britons  more. 
Let  each  fill  a  glass. 

To  h|s  favourite  lass!  _ 

A  health  to  our  captain  and  officers 
Afid  2?  tWat  belong  to  the  Jovial 
v  *,,W6«  board  a*  the  Arethum. 


I  WANT  TIN. 

Original,  by  C.  H«  Edmonds. 

Air,—*  Hvppy  Land. 

i  want  Tin,  1  want  Tin, 

Which  I  cannot  do  without, 

I  want  Tin,  I  want  Tin, 

Without  it,  I  can  ne’er  go  out; 

No,  to  Sai  I  must  stand  treat, 

A  quartern  or  so  of  gin,  now. 

So.  my  gal  1  cannot  meet. 

Because  I  have  no  Tin,  now 

Then  1  want  tin,  «cc. 

I  want  Tin,  I  want  Tin, 

Without  it  I  don’t  knew  what  to  do 
I  want  Tin,  I  want  Tin, 

In  my  pocket  there’s  not  a  sous; 
The  night  is  fine,  and  yet  ’tis  plain. 
That  I  must  stay  in,  now. 

I  can’t  go  out  to-day  again. 

Because  I  have  no  Tin,  uow. 

Then  1  want  Tin,  See, 


WHO  CALLS  ?-WHO  CALLS  1 
Who  calls?— who  calls? 

Who  wisdom  calls  bv  Momus’  name 
Who  ueeds  a  sample  of  my  quality 
Momus  and  wisdom  are  the  same. 
Wisdom’s  god’s  the  god  of  jollity. 
Let  the  dark  sage  who  low’rs  and 
scowls. 

And  brdods  o’er  melancholy. 

Seek  creeping  snakes  Sc  hooting  owls,  \ 
And  call  all  pleasure  folly  : 

If  this  be  troth,  twth  speaks  in  lies, 
This  axldirt  nodghtcan  vary— 

If  to  be  ih(  i  ry’s  to  be  wise, 

To  bb  wise  il  to  be  merry. 

Who  calls,  Ac. 

Be  mortals*  motives  what  they  may, 
Pow’r  love,  ambition,  treasure. 

In  spite  of  all  wise  fools  can  Say, 

The  end  propos’d  is  pleasure. 

That  truth  which  contradicts  me,  lies; 

This  axiom  nought  can  vary— 

If  to  be  merry’s  to  be  wise. 

To  be  wise  is  to  be  merry. 

Who  calls.  See, 

See  laughter  at  my  beck  appears* 

And  holds  up  men  and  manners; 
Haste  joy’s  recruits,  whim’s  voluB* 

List  under  Momus’  banners: 

1  lolly  dress  in  wisdoms  ghise. 

Nor  can  my  maxims  vary— 

If  to  be  merry’s  to  be  wise* 

To  be  wise  is  to  be  merry. 

Who  calls.  Sc A* 
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THE  TEMPTATIONS  OP  GOOD 
ST.  ANTHONY. 

n^lony  s®*  011  a  lowly 

AhMS>  b'lack  book  I,e  held  In  his 

&  ^Jj^ZiHXse  he  to0-k’ 


page  he 


With  s _ 

mu  85an«,^» 

T  day™*  WaS  in  the  best  h,I*noiir  that 

™atever  his  highness  Wat  known 
mu  v  he  in  ; 

That^why  lie  sept  out  his  imps  to 

rosin?Iph*P  ^  tar*  ^  pitch  and 
They  came  to  the  saint  in  a  motley 
crew  i 

twisted  and  tworled  themselves 
about. 

Imps  of  every  shape  and  hue. 
a  devilish  strange  and  rum-look- 
ing  rout ! 

But  the  good  St.  Anthony  kept  his 
eyes 

So  firmly  fixed  upon  his  book, 
^utouor  laughter  sighs  nor  cries, 
Could  ever  win  away  his  look. 

A  quiet  imp  sat  in  an  earthen  pot. 

In  an  earthen  big  belled  potrsat  he; 
Through  holes  at  the  sides  his  arms 
out-shot 

Rather  a  comical  sight  to  see 
He  drumm’d  on  his  Belly  so  feir  and 
round) 

And  drnmm'd  his  belly  so  round 
and  fail. 

Broughtdfohh  a  rumbling/  mingled 

a  comical  sound  to  hear, 

And  he  topp'd  and  hawk’d  and  wink’d 
ana  gniin’d, 

as  birth  to  a  bit  of  a  song  gave  he— 
KCGlopeiitalmig ith  £-*  tun|B  M 
TgieeiS  Cye8  >fair]y  st004  °ut  wifh 
But  th^good.  See. 
AB°shout,*mP  CBm*  with  ■  trumpet 
^ on« jW>*  botk  no**  ““d  mouth  In 


u*ual  melodies  opt. 
aIa  uS*VA  ^ake,  wtd  r.np 

A  dforwa{Ss  st^,0Vel1  and 

%  L°in®  5S#  «M*y  neck— 
n^zmis  Pftnv#*  out,  until 

hrfak^”^  <  nose  wag  awl*  -to 
ounej6  10  St*  Anthorty'8  ear  to 


A?n-4qUeak  d  p*^ped  ,lis  musif 
T“0sS^kfr,i^.  tbC^  V0  ^ 

He  shook  and  shivered  with  the  dim 
But  thd  good,  See. 

An  imp  game  then  like  a  skeleton 
form, 

•, fwft  °Pe  nut  of  a  camel  vault— 

His  jaws  with  gristle  were  black  and 
deform,  .j; 

But  his  teeth  were  as  white  as  salt, 
“  tfwnn  4  full  many  a  lifeless  gidh. 
And  wagg’d  and  rattled  his  bony 
tailr—  .  J 

4ul.l  was  deck’d  with  gill  and  fin. 
And  his  eyes  were  like  the  eyes  of  a 
snail  fback 

stand  at  the  good  Saint’s 
On  tiptoe  rum  he  stood  a  space, 

A  da,.%!?ked  4°wa  his  India  rubber 

Io  squint  and  gaze  upon  his  face _ 

But  the  good,  &c. 

nook 

Stare^at  thesaint  with  th£rT*i,t 

4a^3 

Forty  feef,  a  full  span  long— r 
rpopedout?  i0  **°*j*™™ 

Amure  °“  hlS  hea£  did  *«uat  de 

’tLS.T  seei  suTai™^: 

1  ste,^*  40  tte  preaent  tww.  I’m 

.  .. .  .  ■ 

Ait«rS?i?rith  hor«y  eys*  was  there, 
Wjfi]ihfi=2I^ey  eye8>  ■*"8‘  ‘'ke  the  dead 
lfTS!nfi£^bSnfif  CT?r  ,nstead  Qt  hair, 
r  JLP°  hl*  hald  and  skinless  head, 

****re«— *  a“  lmp-how  unlike  the 

A  lovely  looking  female  fortn, 

At*dpj<w»Vl  Wlth  “  ki8S  hl8  Cheelc  shu 

A?«viipS.f#lt  ?owfjfr  *°ft  and  warm. 

As  over  his  shoulders  she  bent,  the 

So^Xd&uretW^elK’ 


H/^S't&  tidy  -Yan'u. 

A  ndhejcouldn’d  choose  bu*  h:u>  * 
look 


A  DO,  MY  LOVJ5. 

Original,  by  T.  P.  Durrant. 

Aib.— Adieu,  rny  love, 

A  do,  my  love,  a  do,— you  know  the 
Tweed, 

That  for  twelve  bob,  in  Levy’s  shop 
was  marked, 

Atid  how  I  looked  ven  that  ere  vun  1 
seed. 

First  at  the  Tweed,  then  at  the  man 
vot  barked. 

He  asked  me  in,  then  on  it  made  me 
try,  i 

He  then  admired  the  cut  and  swore 
’iwas  new. 

And  by  his  art  prevailed  on  metobuy 

That  Tweed,  it  was  a  do,  my  love, 
a  do, 

A  do.  in  holes  it  is. 

It  was  a  do,  a  do,  my  3ove,  a  do. 

Attain !  a  do,  my  love,  a  do,  a  do. 

Oh,  now  can  people  dare  to  act  so 
vile. 

You  iapst  remember  love,  how  often 
you 

Yes,  you,  have  spoke  to  me  about 
my  tile. 

No  longer  wanting  thy  sly  hints  to 
hear, 

Por  your  complaints  I  own  were 
very  true. 

For  a  new  one  I  two-and-nine  did 
give mot  dear; 

But  it  turned  out  to  be  a  do,  a  do. 
Yes  a  do,  a  do,  no  brim  is  there. 
It  was  a  do,  a  do,  my  love,  a  do, 

A  do,  my  love,  a  do  is  always  being— 

Practised  in  some  mariner  upon  me 

1  seeing1**  my  eye8’  by  their 

I  find  that  I  am  done,  how  oft  I  be 

The  wretched  buyer  of  some  vile 
corn  plaster.  » 

Or  bunion  ointment,  for  which  I 
dearly  rue. 

For  what  I  buy  makes  themallgrow 
the  faster, 

An*  If  Ii>uy  a  Moke,  or  Fly,  it’s 
ai  I  a  do, 

A  do,  I  find  all  things  but  you. 
To  be  a  do,  a  do,  my  love,  a  do. 

THE  COWSLIP. 

Of  all  the  pretty  flowers, 

A  cowslips  my  delight, 

WUhthatPd  pass  my  hours. 

Both  rooming,  noon,  and -night. 

To  be  sure  I  would,  Ice. 


This  cowslip  smelPd  so  sweetly. 

And  look’d  so  fresh  and  gay. 

Says  I,  you’re  dress’d  so  neatly. 
We’ll  have  a  little  play. 

To  be  sure  we  will,  Ac. 


And  then  lay  down  myself. 

To  be  sure  I  did,  Ac* 
This  flower  one  morning  early. 

Upon  a  bed  did  rest; 

I  lov’d  to  pull  it  dearly. 

And  stick  it  in  my  breast. 

To  be  sure  1  could,  Ac. 

THE  OLD  YEAR. 

Written  by  C.  H.  Edwards, 
Tune— The  Polka. 

The  old  year  has  gone,  and  the  new 
one  has  come, 

A  pleasure  to  many  a  sorrow  to  some. 
But  leave  that  alone— I’ll  drink  with- 
I  out  fear. 

Success  to  us  all  and  a  happy  new 
„  year. 

Many  are  glad  tiiat  the  old  year  has 
.  P*8t» 

Hoping  this  may  be  happier  far  than 
the  last. 

Let  me  hope  that  it  may,  and  with 
_  it  brinr  cheer ; 

To  gladden  their  hearts  in  this  happy 
new  year. 

The  old  year  has  gone  and  with  it  its 
cares. 

Its  joys  and  its  sorrows,  its  hopes  and 
'  its  fears. 

Therefore,  say  what  you  will  I’ll 
write  without  fear. 

Success  to  us  ail  and  a  happy  new 
year.  The  old  year,  &c# 

AMERICYN  INDIAN  WAR  SONG* 

Arise!  ray  sons  prepare  for  war. 

The  spirit  calls  us  henee,  afar! 

Bv  moonreyed  night,  or  sunny  day. 
Thro’  marsh  and  forest  speed  your 
way. 

Nor  heat,  nor  cold,  nor  hunger  fear. 
The  Indian  cv*ry  pain  can  bear; 
When  strangersof  the  morning  short. 
Forget  the  oaths  their  fathers  swore. 
Arise,  arise,  prepare,  ’tis  day, 
c,a“"  Ui  hence  away  s 
With  printless  foot  the  foe  surprise, 

wul°lii,n  death  i1*1  rtwingeyes; 
SJft  ?«rwar  and  patiertf  toil, 
^fMl  feast  us  on  revenge  and  spoil. 


I 
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A  MAN  OP  TEN  THOUSAND. 

gHOW  me  a  lawyer  refusing  a  good 

Or  pioiis  dean  not  thinking  of  a  bis¬ 
hop's  see, 

A  doctor,  who  wo’n’t  squeeze  sick 
ladies  by  ihe  hand, 

’Potticary  whom  his  scrawl  can  well 
understand. 

Dancing-master  object  to  dancing  off 
With  miss. 

A  me th odist -  preacher  not  in  a  corner 
kiss. 

Young  ensign,  not  proud  of  his  flashy 
large  cockade. 

Or  true  British  tar  who  of  Frenchmen 
is  afraid. 

Parliament  elector  ;who  ne*er  sold  I 
his  vote. 

Parliament  orator  who  will  not  turn 
his  coat,— 

And  that  is  a  man  often  thousand. 

Tol  lol  de  rol. 

Show  me  a  right  honourable  keeping 
to  his  word, 

f)r  a  poor  poet  patronized  by  a  lord. 

In  impudent  sharper  clothed  all  in 
rags, 

)r  modest  genius  counting  o’er  bis 
money-bags, 

L  churchwarden  who  scorns  to  feast 
upon  the  poor. 

'at  alderman,  who  cannot  calipash 
endure, 

groom  too  honest  to  rob  horses  of 
their  corn, 

Wise  cuckold ,  who  blushes  to  wear  a 
gilded  horn, 

portsmen  mind  galloping  over  corn 
or  stubble,  v 

>r  secretary  of  state  take  nothing  for 
his  trouble, 

ind  that  is  a  man  often  thousand. 

Tol  lol  de  rol« 


Onceover  her  head ;  a  fair  garland 

nuo^i 

But  its  blighted  and  withered  away 
Honour ’lies  sleeping, 

.  .  ' True  love  lies  weeping 

And  the  cold  wind  has  faded  ihe 
flowers  of  May. 

The  wind  through  the  willow-leaves 
murmured  a  sigh, 

Arps  ,  up  that  lady  fair. 

Aas*  x  — e*  she  cried*  wbo  8°  happy 

°l  l?v?  an4  raan  beware, 

No  little  bird  now,  but  that  lady 
sung. 

Alack  I  and  a-well-a-day. 

He  vowed,  and  1  trusted  his  flatter 
ing  tongue;— 

Love  was  blighted,  and  withered 
awayl 

Honour  lies  sleeping  See 


the  flowers  op  may, 

i  WILLOW  it  wept  o’er  a  purling 
stream. 

And  there  lay  a  lady  fair, 

er®y«*  were  closed  and  disturbed 
her  dream. 

Hie  sighed  and  she  mu  mured  be¬ 
ware  ; 

little  bird  perched  on  a  willow  and 
sung,  ay 

knd,  singing,  he  teemed  to  s  ** 


NIGOAR  TAKE  WARNING. 

A  Parody  on  •  Kathleen  Mavourneen 
written  by  H.  Y.  Hooker. 

Sung  by  the  Ethiopian  Minstrels  1840. 

f^OME  Niggar  take  warnin’  I  must 

v  draw  you  horn  in. 

He  squeaks  of  my  grunters  cries  out 
for  dcre  *  swell’ 

I  put  you  ’pon  treadmill  you  breeches 
for  pawnin. 

And  dancin’  all  night  wid  you  gal 
’pon  de  hill. 

Undo  you  ole  shirt  and  1  will  you  well 
leather. 

You  stole  off  last  night  wid  my  ta¬ 
marind  tart, 

po’e  you’ve  sold  you  old  hat,  you 
can’t  get  drunk  for  eber. 

IJfrduce  you  black  back  and  my  whip 
make  you  smart, 

i 

Wart!  tink  you  I  bear  dis  for  eber 
an  neber? 

You  cock  up  you  fingers  tell  me  ‘take 
a  sight  i’ 


De  head  of  my  watch  dog  you  sweet¬ 
heart  did  seber. 

When  you  come  home  blind  druni  at 
*  all  hours’  toder  night. 

Take  warnin’  take  warnin’*  (no  use 
you  tears  failin’). 

From  fat  Clarrymelia  you  eber  shall 
part, 

1’  tan  you  ole  hide  till  its  tough  as  bull 
leather. 

I’ll  break  off  you  love  match,  or  break 
you  black  heart* 


THE  HE  FORMED  RAKE. 
Answer  t o  the  M  Wife1*  Dream, u 
Written  by  Henry  Valentine, 
copyright. 

•So,  I’ve  caught  you  brother  Der- 
mot— nay,  do  not  run  away ; 

Why  do  you  shun  the  festive  board, 
and  social  friends  gainsay— 

You  scorn  our  cheerful  revels,  and 
despise  the  flowing  bowl. 

And  mope  yourself  to  death  at  home 
—while  others  feast  the  sou)  !” 

••  Oh  t  listen,  brother,  you  shall 
learn,  a  lesson  worth  your  while. 
I’ll  tell  a  tab  that  ftiust  dispel  your 
callous  doubting  smile. 

Although  y«»u  are  a  bachelor,  you 
may  not  be  through  life. 

So  from  my  sad  experience,  learn 
how  to  use  a  good  wife. 

Ah  ?  memory  oft  reminds  me  of  the 
w  retched  life  l  ied — 

The  woman  I  haa  sworn  to  love — the 
bitter  tears  she  »hed 
M)  own  hea  t  dead  to  honour— my 
wasted  tr enabling  form;  • 
Come  listen  patienfijr  and  hear  the 


Oh,  how  my  heart  rose  iamy  throat 
—ail  jealousy  was  gone— 

I  caught  the  weeper  in  my  arms—  she 
did  not  weep  alone. 


And  oft  I  blessed  her  heartfelt 
prayer- 1  promised  {?  reform. 
Our  honeymoon  a- am  began— true 
love  bad  braved  the  storto : 

She  has  been  my  saviour— friend- 
my  b  tier  half  of  life. 

There’s  no  companion,  brother,  like 
a  faithful  loving  wife. 


THE  WIDE  AWAKE  WIFE. 
Parody  on  the  •*  Wife’s  Dream,*' 
Written  by  Henry  Valen  ine. 
I^can  tell  you’re  drunk  again,Tubbs, 
there’ll  be  the  deuce  t »  pay. 
Confound  the  nasty  fcnock’emdowns 
—you’ve  don*»  no  work  to  clay ; 
Its  eno»gh  to  make  an  angel  speak, 
i  I  never  say  a  word, 

I  You’ve  pawned  my  only  gown  and 
boots  an(i  caged  me  like  a  bird 


i  honour— my 
;orm; 

and  hear  the 


One  m*nt  *  left  mv  heme  and  hearth 
a  drunkeii  jealous  wretch 
And  stealthily  returned  again  to  lift 
my  cotthge  latch. 

Ia  rage  and  doubt,  f  hid  myself— to 
thy  shame  be  it  said— 

To  see  my  own  disk  nour,  and  kill 
my  poor  wife  dead ! 


You  Have  gone  on  just  "any  how’9 
since  the  day  that  we  were  wed, 
Why  don’t  you  join  a  burjal  club, 
that  I  may  wish  *  ou  dead. 

A  widow’s  cap  cost  but  agroat— I’m 
tired  of  ihis  strife— 

Upon  my  soul  when  i  get  out  I’ll  got 
and  swear  my  life  !  j 


1  thought  she  played  me  false  when  there’s  nothing  felt  behind, 
she  met  me  with  a  smile.  Even  my  poor  bellows  gone  thatyc 

And  little  knew  her  tortured  heart  may  raise  the  wind. 

I  gain  Wh«r!  &  “LES  Xlu  shawl 


Last  Friday  night  as  ever  was,  you 
went  and  pawned  the  bed. 

And  lost  the  ticket  in  your  stall- 
least  ways  that’s  what  you  said.  ■ 
The  things  have  all  gone,  one  by  oner 
there’s  nothing  left  behind. 
Even  my  poor  bellows  gone  that  you 
may  raise  the  wind. 


I  stealthily  concealed  myself  to  gain 
the  awful  proof,  ■  , 

It  was  a  solemn  scene  that  passed 
that  night  beneath  my  roof. 


that  night  beneath  my  roof. 

She  sought  our  body’s  tiny  bed— jn 
prayer  she  sought  relief. 

And  loudly  called  for  mercy  on  the 
cause  of  all  her  grief. 

She  cried  ••Oh.  spare  him.  Heaven, 1 
ai>d  reclaim  him  for  my  sake, 

I  fear  I’ve  lost  my  h  sbands  love— 
My  heart  is  nigh  to  break  1” 


1  trembled  in  my  hiding  place,  afraid 
to  breath  or  move,  - 

The  wbtte  her  faul  taring  voice  pro¬ 
claimed  the  strength  of  woman’s 

love; 


my  bonnet  and  my  cliali. 

Where  is  the  carpet  and  the  pig,]; 

got  upon  the  tally  ? 

Don’t  laugh— you  pawned  my  clog* 
last  night,  to  go  and  play  a; 
skittles. 

And  you’ve  left  me  here  this  three! 
day  8  without  abit  o’ wittles. 

You  say  I’m  walking  in  my  sleet 
—but  don’t  be  foolish  Joe,’*  .1 
You’ll  soon  walk  to  the  cduntf 
court  and  promise  what  you  ow«; 
I  wish  theskittle  ground  was  burn 
—1  wish  that  you  were  in  It 
I’d  dance  like  any  Dusty  Bob,  am 
sing  like  acock  lihUet. 


To  a  lass  that  was  comely  &  kind 
But  whether  from  joy  or  vexation. 
We  know  not  for  wh&t  we  were 
horn: 

Perhaps  I  may  find  a  klpd  station. 
Perhaps  I  may  touch  at  Case  Horn 
For  sailors*  fee. 


NOW  ISN'T  IT  A  PITT. 

I  LOVE  a  lad,  a  handsome  lad* 

,  And  lore  him  too, sincerely: 

He  played  a  part  that  won  my  heart. 

And  vowed  to  love  me  deairlv  | 

But  aunt,  consent  she  will  deny. 
Indeed  it's  veryprettv. 

And  I'm  so  vex'd  that  I  could  cry  < 
Now  isn't  it  a  pity. 

My  erdel  aunt 
Will  jeer  «md  taunt. 

And  cry  ymmg  girts  sliould  tarry. 
Because  she  yet 
Could  never  act 
A  man  in  mind  to  marry. 

It’s  down  wri^ht  spite,  you  can't  deny. 
Indeed  it's  very  pretty; 

And  you  may  laugh,  hut  1  could  cry. 
Now  isn’t  it  a  pity. 


Wlien^we  enter'd  tlief  Out  of  Gih- 

I  verily’thought  she'd  have  sunk, 
Por  the  wind  so  began  for  to  alter. 
She  yaw'd  just  as  tho'  she  was 
drunk. 

The  squall  tore  tha  mainsail  to  shi¬ 
vers. 

Helm  a-weather  the  hoarse  boats* 
.  wain,  cries: 

Brace  the  foresail  athwart;  sets  she 
quivers 

As  through  the  rough  fejhpest 
flies.  But  Bttilots,  Acc. 

Nie  storm  came  on  thicker  At  Tester, 
As  black  just  us  pitch  Wa*  the  rky, 
fvhen  truly  a  doleful  disaster 
B«*fel  three  poor  saMors  find  I. 

Jen  Bun  (line,  Sam  ShroOd,  and  Dfck 
Handsail,  [hard 

By  a  blast  that  came  furious  and 
'ust  while  we  were  furling  the  main¬ 
sail. 

Were  ev'ry  soul  swept  from  the 
yard. 

Brit  sailors,  &c# 

’oor  Ben,  Sam,  and  Dick  cried  ptc- 
cuvi. 

As  for  f,  at  the  risk  Of  mV  neck, 
lr  lilies  they  sunk  down  in  peace  to  old 
l).»vy. 

Caught  a  rope  and  so  landed  on 

deck. 

Ml,  what  would  you  have?  we  were 
stranded. 

And  out  of  o  fine  jolly  crew 
I  three  hundred  that  sail'd,  never 
landed 

But  I  and,  I  think,  twenty-two. 


HOPPITY,  KiCKITTY,  BOW  WOW 
WOW. 

SPHERE  was  a  merry  widow,  and 
x  she  was  very  fat 

She  had  a  heavy  purse,  mud  she 
wa'n't  the  worse  for  that. 

She  was  blind  of  one  eye,  and  she 
squinted  with  the  other. 

She  had  a  wooden  lee*  which  hob¬ 
bled  with  its  brother 
Going  hoppity*  kickitty*  bow  wew 
wow. 

Oh,  beware  of  love  I  beware  oflove 

Sh®  cocked  her  squinting  eye  at  me, 

I  thought  her  nought  averse* 
least  at  her,  too,  one  sheep’s  eye,  ano¬ 
ther  at  her  purse. 

Then  I  asked  her  for  her  hand,  truly 
thinking  I  had  won  her! 

But  she  gave  mo  her  wooden  foot, 
plump  hi  the  seat  of  honour. 

Going  hoppitty* kickitty,  fcc. 

I  persevered  and  won  her,  and  bore 
my  prise  away : 

But  oh !  she  died  of  drinking  upon 


THE  FJRTUNE  TELLER. 


DOWN  in  the  valley  come  meet 
me  tm  night. 


JLF  me  to  night,  ^  _ 

and  III  tell  you  your  fortune  truly 
A*  ever  was  told  by  the  new-inoon's 
light,  . 

To  young  maiden  shining  as  newly. 


But  for  the  world,  let  no  one  be  nigh 
Lest  huply  tiie. stars  should  de¬ 
ceive  me. 

These  secrets  between  you  and  me 
and  the  sky. 

Should  never  go  farther  believe  me. 


If  at  that  hour  the  heavens  be  not 
dim. 

My  science  shall  call  up  before  you, 
A  male  apparition— the  image  of  him. 
Whose  destiny  ’tis  to  adore  you. 


Ana  twine  eacn  lattice  with  wreaths 
I  of  myrtle*  ,  , 

To  honour  the  advent  of  joyful 
Spring  1 


The  Spring  is  coming  to  wake  the 
roses,  ^ 

With  igay  serenades,  from  her 
chorister  birds. 


Every  breathing  flow’rets  lips  dis¬ 
closes. 


A  gratitude,  sweeter  than  mortal 
words. 

Shall  we  be  the  last  to  swell  the 
measure. 

That  all  nature’s  children  in  har- 
mony  sing  ? 

Ah !  no  we’ll  tune,  with  a  holier 
pleasure. 

The  carol  of  welcome  to  joyful 
Spring. 


Then  to  the  phantom  be  thou  but 
kind. 

And  round  you  so  fondly  he’ll  ho- 

You’lUiardly.  my  dear,  any  differ¬ 
ence  find, 

'Twixt  him  and  a  true  living  lo¬ 
ver. 


THE  FLITCH  OF  BACON. 


THE  spruce  Mr.  Clarke, 
Was  a  young  Essex  spai 


Down  at  your  feet,  in  th6  pale  moon- 
light. 

He’ll  kneel  witn  a  warmth  of  emo¬ 
tion— 

An  ardour,  of  which  such  an  inno¬ 
cent  sprite. 

You’d  scarcely. believe  had  a  notion. 


A  Was  a  young  Essex  spark, 

A  farmer  uxorious  and  rich. 

He  lov’d  dearly  as  his  life, 

Fry’d  bacon  and  his  wife ; 

And,  says  he.  My  duck,  we’ll  claim 
the  fiiteh. 


What  other  thoughts  and  events  may 
arise, 

As  in  destiny’s  book  I’ve  not  seen 
them. 

Must  only  be  left  to  the  stars  and 
your  eyes. 

To  settle,  ere  morning,  between 
them. 


Mrs.  Clark  ('twas  in  bed) 

Lov'd  bacon,  she  said. 

But  she  vow’d  she’d  no  more  see  it 
spoil'll; 

Crying,  Clark,  you’re  quite  mis¬ 
taken. 

If  you  thinks  to  fry  that  bacon, 

I  insists  that  ev’ry  bit  shall  be  boil’d. 


Mr.  Clarke,  tho’  twas  night. 
Jump’d  in  bed  bolt  upright. 
Quite  enrag'd  at  his  rib  hy  his  side. 
And,  says  he.  Now,  Madam, 
mark?  .  . 


Tho’  I  love  yon,  Mrs.  Clarke. 
I’ll  be  d— d  if  it  sha’nt  all  be  fry’d. 


THE  SPRING  IS  COMING. 


rpHE  Spring  is  coming  resolv’d  to 
A  banish. 


A  banish. 

The  King  of  tli£  ice  and  his  tur¬ 
bulent  train. 

With  her  fairy  wand  she  bids  them 
vanixh. 

And  welcomes  the  sunshine  to  earth 
again. 

Then,  maidens,  forgo  the  wintry 
kirtle. 

And  lace  ev’ry  boddice  with  bright 
green  string; 


The  dispute  ran  so  high, 

Twixt  a  broil  and  a  fry. 

That  Clark,  though  lie  argued  it 
roundly. 

Put  an  end  to  all  turmoiling. 

As  to  frying  or  to  boiling. 

By  basting  Mrs.  Clarke,  very  sound¬ 
ly. 

These  turtles  no  doubt. 

Very  soon  found  out,  A  t 

That  their  claim  to  the  flitch  must 
be  shaken,  .  , 

They  had  children  blithe  as  larks , 
But  all  the  little  Clarks, 

Were  mark’d  with  a  rasher  of  bacett 
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THE  THUNDERBOLT  FRIGATE. 

SCARCE  out  of  sliort  coat, 

^  I  learnt  sailing  by  rote. 

So  I  cut  me  a  boot. 

And  I  set  it  afloat, 

And  learnt  while  a  younger  to  rig  it. 
And  though  not  so  high, 

Asa  handspike,  said  I, 

My  fortune  I'll  try,. 

On  the  sea  far  and  nigh. 

So  I  sailed  in  the  Thunderbolt  Fri¬ 
gate* 

I  called  them  all  asses. 

That  talked  of  the  lasses. 

Or  thought  in  their  glasses 
That  time  gaily  pauses* 
while  dancing  on  dry  land  they  Jig  it. 
For  1  had  a  notion. 

Of  gaining  promotion, 

Bv  giving  a  potion. 

To  foes  on  the  ocean. 

While  on  board  of  the  Thunderbolt 
Frigate. 

They  talk  of  the  prattle. 

Of  pretty  lips  tattle. 

But  give  me  the  rattle. 

Of  guns  in  a  battle. 

When  an  enemy *8  standard  we  twig 
it : 

Win  n  woman  I  tried  her, 

I  ne'er  could  abide  her, 

For  nothing  can  guide  her. 

Not  e’en  a  broadsider. 

From  the  guns  of  the  Thunderbolt 
Frigate* 


MY  DEAR  SHEPHERD’S  COT, 

Written  by  John  Heather 

Tuwe.— Farewell  to  the  Mountain . 

|  SIGH  for  the  pleasures, 

*  Of  yonder  green  vale. 

Where  sweet  laves  the  fountain. 

And  soft  breathes  the  gale. 

Oh.  fair  would  I  wander 
Alone  and  forgot. 

Nor  sigh  for  ought  else, 

Sara  my  dear  Shepherds  Cots 

For  William,  dear  Willian*  . 

Lives  happily  there, 

A  guy  Shepherd  swain. 

As  noble  us  fair, 

Tis  him  tlmt  adorns. 

This  wild  mountains  spot 
And  happiness  reinns  in 
My  dear  Shepherds 


Oh  tnen£  Jr  ill  haste  to 
This  home  I  adore. 

Nor  envy  the  monarch  1  * 
His  power  or  store. 

With  William  each  sorrow. 
Will  soon  be  forgot; 

And  peace  will  illumine. 
My  dear  Skepherds  cot. 


THE  LIFE  BOAT. 

>TIS  8Weet  to  behold  when  the  bil- 
•J*  lows  are  sleeping. 

Sonde  gray-coloured  bark,  moving 
gracefully  by  ; 

No  damp  on  her  deck,  but  the  even 
tide’s  weeping. 

No  breath  in  her  sails  but  the  sum¬ 
mer-wind’s  sigh. 

Yet  who  would  not  turn  with  a  fon¬ 
der  emotion. 

To  gaze  on  the  life-boat,  thou  ill 
rugged  and  worn. 

Which  often  had  waited  o’er  hills  of 
the  ocean. 

The  lost  light  of  hope  to  the  seaman 
forlorn* 

Oh,  grant  that  of  those  who,  in  life’s 
sunny  slumber. 

Around  up,  like  summer-barks,  idly 
have  played. 

When  storms  are  abroad,  we  may 
find  in  the  number, 

Ono  friend,  like  the  life-boat,  to  fly 
t  to  ohr  aid* 

GO  TO  THE  PUMP. 

I  HAVE  thought  of  it  deeply,  liavo 
thought  of  it  long. 

And  thus  I  embody  my  thought 
with  a  song ; 

To  conclusions  at  once,  I  most  o<  r- 
tainly  lump. 

For  the  best  of  all  liquors,  why  no 
it*  the  pump. 

No  slander  is  there,  no  sorrow  n  r 
uuile. 

No  timeserving  knave  who  will  r*>n 
with  a  smile; 

But  good  fellows  only— each  soul 
proves  a  trump,  s 
Who  flies  fiom  a  gin-shop  and  sticks 
to  the  pump. 

No  sorrow  ere  comes  there,  for  crys¬ 
tal  and  pure. 

From  the  first  to  the  end  of  all  time 
'twill  endure: 

Then  tipler,  for  once  prove  a  man  mid 
a  trump. 

And  see  what  true  friendship  it 
for  mod  at  the  pump* 


A  MERRY  LlTTLE^SAiLOR  OUT 

WHEN  first  I  left  my  mam  &  dad. 

To  brave  the  foaming  ocean. 

They  said,  while  looking  very  saa* 

It  was  a  silly  notion  ; 

They  talked  of  dangers  of  the  sea. 

To  check  my  rcaoiution. 

And  said  it  was  the  wisest  way 
Squalls  and  battle*  to  shun ;  *v 
Poh,  poh.  says  I, 

I  can  but  try 

My  luck,  like  other  tars,  d  ye  sea. 

With  yo,  yo,  yo. 

Fallal  do  ra,  *c. 

A  merry  little  sailor  out  at  sea. 

On  board,  soon,  with  my  birth  coh- 

1  like  the  lark  was  singing* 

When  up  the  shrouds  1  gaily  went. 

Or  when  the  bowl  was  stinging, 

A  storm  we  braved— a  batUe  tough-. 

The  sport  I  took  delight  in, 

W<  plied. the  foe  with  broadside  hot. 
Till  they  were  sick  of  fighting, 

The  battle  o'er. 

With  grog  galore. 

I  danced  the  strains  of  victory. 

With  fal.lal  la,  dec. 

A  merry  little  sailor  out  at  sea. 

So  now  on  shore  a  jolly  dog, 

■*it  «t>end  my  shiners  -freely, 

With  sweetheart,  fiddle,  song*  and 

WVlfdo  the  thing  genteelly ; 

Then  who'd  not  be  a  jovial  tar, 
go  careless  and  sq  merry. 

Whose  sport  no  dahgir  e  er  can  mar. 
Who's  ne'er  with  pleasure  wear, 
Wheh  come  ashore, 

A  merry *\ule,l»a*«r  come  from  sea. 

COME,  BUSTLE,  BUSTLE. 

COME,  bustle,  bustle,  drink  about. 

And  let  us  merry  he; 

Our  cun  is  full,  we'll  see  it  out. 

And  then  all  hands  to  sea, 

A  And  a  sailing  we  will  go. 

Fine  Miss*  at  dancing  school,  is 
taught  »  , 

The  minuet  to  tread ;  .  .  t 

But  we  go  better  when  we’ve  brought 
The  fore-tack  to  cat-head. 

1  And  a  sailing,  &C, 

The  jockeys  call  to  lior»e,  to  horse. 
And  swift ly  yiies  the  race* 
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Bat  swifter  far  we  shape  our  course. 
When  we  are  filf  i^jJ^^Hlng 

When  horns  and  shouts  the  fores* 

His  pack  the  huntsman  cheers; 

As  loud  we  hollow  when  wd  send 
A  broadside  to  ^  ^ 

The  what's- 1 heir-names  at  Uproars 

Vith^nusie  fine  and  »  .  , 

But  better  sounds  our  boatswain  • 

AUhinds.au  ha, .ds-a.oft..^^^ 

With  gold  and  silver  streamers  fine 

The  ladies  rigsing  show;  . 

But  English  ships  more  grander  shinf- 
When  prises  home  we  tow. 

K  And  a  sailing, 

Whet's  got  at  sea  we  spend  on  shore. 
With  sweethearts  or  with  wives. 
And  then,  my  boys,  hoist  sail  for 

Thus  passes. a, lor.AJ,*ea.;aUinK(&Ci 


BRITONS  STRIKE  HOME. 

COME  all  you  bold  seamen  and  set 
what  is  done. 

See  how  a  bo  d  woman  wilj  fight 

So  we  will  cross  the  salt  seas  let  the 
wind  blow  so  strong. 

While  our  rakish  young  heroes  cry 
Britons  strike  home,  my  hoys, 

Britons  strike  home. 

My  father  was  a  squire  and  I  was  his 
AnciTfell  in  lov«  with  a  sailor  so 
rare*  go  we  will  cross,  &c. 

Our  ship  carried  over  nine  hundred 

AmUmt  ©f  nine  hundred  five  liuii' 
d red  were  slain. 

go  we  will  cross,  &c. 

The  sweet  little  bullets  came  dying 
I  wasfshot  in  mv  right  breast  «o»r 
liard  is  W  cJ£J-we  wiii  Cross  k'X 

Come  all  you  bold  women  where  er 
Consider  the  hardships  we  suffer  at 
s*a*  So  we  will  cross,  &e. 


1 


EACH  BULLET  HAS  ITS  <DOM^ 
MISSION. 

What  argufies  pride  and  ambitiop? 

Soon  dr  late  death  wiR  take  us  in 
tow  : 

Each  bullet  has  got  its  commission. 

And  when  our  time's  cpme  we 

Then  cfrinkAnd  sing— hang  pain  and 
sorrow. 

The  halter  was  made  for  the  neck; 

He  fliat’s  now  'lire  and  lusfy— to¬ 
morrow 

Perhaps  may  h®  stretch’d  on  the 
deck. 

There  was  little  Tons  Linstock  of 
Dover 

Got  killed  and  left  Polly  in  p^in : 

Poll  cried,  but  her  grief  was  soon 
over. 

And  then  she  got  married  again. 

Jack  Junk  was  ill-used  by  Bet  Crocker 

And  so  took  to  guzzling  the  stuff. 

Till  he  tumbled  in  old  Davy's  locker. 

And  there  he  got  liquor  enough. 

s  Then  drink,  Ac. 

For  our  prize-money  then  to  the 
proctor. 

Take  of  joy  while  His  going  our  freak; 

For  what  argufies  calling  the  doctor 

When  the  anchor  of  life  is  a-pe&k  ? 

Then  drink,  Ac. 


THE  GREENWICH  PENSIONER. 

’Twas  in  the  good  ship  Rover 
I  sail'd  tlie  world  around. 

And  for  three  years  and  over, 

I  ne’er  touch’d  British  ground  ! 

At  length  in  England  landed, 

I  left  the  roaring  main, 

Found  all  relations  stranded. 

And  went  to  sea  again. 

That  time  bound  straight  to  Portugal, 
Right  fore  and  af$  we  bore; 

But,  when  wee’d  made  Cape  Ortugal, 
A  gale  blew  off  the  shore; 

She  lay,  so  did  it  6hock  Iter, 

A  log  upon  the  main, 

J  ill,  sav’d  from  Davy’s  locker, 

VVe  stood  to  sea  again. 

Next  in  a  frigate  sailing. 

Upon  a  squally  nignt. 

Thunder  and'lightVigig  hailing 
The  borrows  of  the  fight;  — 

My  precious  limb  was  lopped  off, 

I,  when  they’d  eas'd  my  pain. 
Thank’d  God  I  was  not  popped  off, 
4ud  went  to  sea  again. 


Yet  still  am  J  enabled 
*  ?!  up  in  life’s  rear. 
Although  I  am  disabled 
,rAnA  lia  U?  fj"«**wich  tier! 
rb*W»**  Go*  bisks  his  royalty. 

Who  saved  m#  from  the  main. 

I’ll  praise  with  love  and  loyalty. 

But  ne’er  to  sea  again. 

THE  SNOWS  ONLY  ONB 

The  landsmen  tell  you  those  who 
roam 

O’er  Odeans  boundless  tide. 

On  ev’ry  shore  can  And  a  home. 

In  every  port  a  bride 
Heed  not,  sweet  maid  their  idle  prate. 
They  ne’er  such  feelings  knew 
As  warm  the  heart  of  thy  sailor-mate 
Which  beats  alone  for  you.' 

What  though  when  storms  our  bark 
assail. 

The  needle  trembling  veers. 

When  night  adds  horror  to  the  gale 
And  riot  a  star  appears : 

True  to  the  Pole  as  I  to  tnee. 

It  faithful  stilt  wifi  prove. 

An  emblem,  dear,  of  constancy. 

And  of  a  sailors  love. 

Then  turn  from  what  the  landsmen 
say, 

'Who  would  thy  faith  beguile ; 

They  seige  the  time  when  we’re  away 
To  precise  every  wRe ;  , 

O’er  beauty  bright  our  looks  may 
rove. 

We  ne’erits  influence  shun. 

But  though  the  eye  has  many  a  love. 
The  heart  knows  only  one. 

HERE’S  A  HEALTH  TO  THEE 
MARY. 

Aik.— -Here’s  a  health  to  one  I  love 
Dear. 

Here’s  a  health  to  thee,  Mary, 

Here’s  a  health  to  thee;  \ 

The  drinkers  are  gone  andJ  am  alone 
To  think  of  hofrie  ariathee,  Mary 
There  are  some  who  may  smile  on 
thee,  Mary, 

And  may  as  frank  and  free  ; 

And  a  few  us  fair,  but  the  sunime*.  aii 
Is  not  more  swebt  tome,  Mary. 

I  have  thought  of  tbyRast  low  sigh 
Mary, 

And  thy  dimm’d  and  gentle  eye 
And  I’ve  call’d  on  thy  name  w*r»e» 
the  night  winds  came. 

And  heard  hoy  heart  reply,  Mary, 

Andat  s.ejof 
ire  sure  tna 


Ben  Binaclif  icarn’d  me  to  read  and 
dispute. 

For  Ben  was  a  bit  of  a  scnolard. 

Of  the  whole  criss  cross  row  I  in  time 
know’d  the  worth; 

But  the  dear  fetter  N  for  my  fancy; 

For  N  stands  for  nature  and.noble  and 
north. 

Neat,  nimble,  nine,  nineteen,  and 
Nancy, 

She  soon  was  my  wife,  and  I  sail’d 
round  the  world. 

To  get  prise- money  where  I  could 
forage ; 

And  for  love,  wheresoever  our  Jack 
was  unfurl’d, 

I  daunted  them  all  with  my  cou¬ 
rage  ; 

For  I  now  read  in  books  about  heroes 
and  fame. 

And  for  all  sorts  of  rows  got  a 
fancy ; 

Sticking  still  to  dear  N,  for  N  stands 
for  name. 

Note,  novel,  neck,  nothing,  and 
Nancy. 

In  the  midst  of  this  bustle  I  lost  my 
poor  friend. 

And  each  object  around  me  grew 
hateful; 

For  I  know’d  not  false  heart  was  a 
fair  face  to  blend. 

Nor  had  larning  yet  made  me  un¬ 
grateful. 

I  liked  my  friend  well,  and  deplored 
him;— what  then? 

My  wife  was  the  first  in  my  fancy; 

For  though  B  stands  for  buck,  brother, 
bottom, and  Ben, 

Yet  N  stands  lor  needle  and  Nancy 

Well,  I’ve  weather'd  life’s  storms,  and, 
till  laid  a  sheer  hulk. 

Will  my  absence  again  never  shock 
her; 

Thanks  to  fortune,  at  sea  I’ve  no 
need  to  break  bulk. 

For  I’ve  plenty  of  shot  in  the 
locker. 

Our  kids  play  around  us,  and  still  to 
pursue 

The  letter  so  dear  to  my  fancj% 

Though  nineteen  twice  told  noons  & 
nights  but  renew 

The  nice  natty  notion  of  Nancy. 

LIFE’S  A  BUMPER.  " 

T  IFE’S  a  bumper,  filled  by  fate, 

Aj  Let  us  guests  enjoy  the  treat. 

Nor,  like  silly  mortale,  pass 

Life  as  ’twere  but  Haifa  glass; 

Let  this  sceiie  with  joy  be  crowned. 

Let  the  glee  and  catch  go  round ; 

All  the  sweats  of  life  combine,  /  < 

Mirth,  music  love,  and  wine* 


SATURDAY  NIGHT. 

srpiS  said  we  vent’rous  die-hards, 
A  when  we  leave  the  shore. 

Our  friends  should  morn. 
Lest  we  return 
To  bless  their  sight  no  more. 

But  this  is  all  a  notion 
Bold  Jack  can’t  understand. 
Some  die  upon  the  ocean. 

And  some  upon  the  land* 
Then  since  *tis  clear. 
Howe’er  we  steer. 

No  man’s  life’s  under  his  com¬ 
mand; 

Let  tempests  howl. 

And  billows  roll 
And  dangers  press  f 
Of  those  in  spite,  there  are  some 
joys 

Us  jolly  tars  to  bless. 

For  Saturday  night  still  comes, 
my  boys.  _ 

To  drink  to  Poll  and  Bess. 

One  seaman  hands  the  sails,  another 
the  log. 

The  purser  swops 
Our  pay  for  slops. 

The  landlord  sells  us  grog; 

Then  each  man  to  his  station. 
To  keep  life’s  ship  in  trim.  ^ 
What  argufies  noration  ? 

The  rest  is  all  a  whim. 
Cheerly,  my  hearts! 

Then  play  your  parts. 
Boldly  resolved  to  sink  or  swim 
The  mighty  surge 
May  ruin  urge. 

And  danger  press ; 

Of  these  in  spite,  &c. 

For  all  the  world  just  like  the  ropes 
aboard  a  ship. 

Each  man’s  rigg’d  out 
A  vessel  stout. 

To  take  for  life  a  trip.  *** 

The  shrouds,  the  stays,  the 
braces. 

Are  joys,  an<L  hopes,  &  fears; 
The  halliards,  sheets,  &  traces. 
Still,  as  each  passion  veers. 
And  whim  prevails. 

Direct  the  sails, 

As  on  the  sea  of  life  he  steers.  . 
Then  let  the  storm 
Heaven’s  face  deform. 

And  dangers  press: 

Of  these  in  spite,  &c. 


THE  LETTER  N. 

from  a, loblolly-boy  none  was  so 
cute, 

knowing  tilings  mast  sort  I  fol- 
ard; 


